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YOU FEEL THIS COOL, THIS CLEAN, THIS FRESH WHEN YOU USE TAMPAX 


With Tampax, you'll never miss a day of fun! Swimming...sking...div- 
ing...flying ! You’re free...poised...sure! Millions use it. Worn internally, 
it’s the modern way. TAMPAX ...s0 much a part of your active life. 


: Tampax® internal sanitary protection is made only by Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 


¥ 
- 
| 


Clever you—saving a dozen dollars (or more) every time you 
have a Toni! Beauty shop bills and tips, goodbye. Beauty shop 
dates and waits, good riddance. With Toni—you get the prettiest 
permanent of your life. And no more dryer-fidgets! 

But the thing you'll love—is Toni’s “Hidden Body.” Every- 
one’s wide-eyed at the way it adapts. Set it satiny smooth, or curly 
as a chrysanthemum—‘“‘Hidden Body” holds! Exclusively Toni’s 
—you won’t find it at any price—in any other permanent. 


by SAVED A | 
BUNDLE 


Blew 
-allon 
bracelets. 


And here's some happy news! Toni’s neutralizer is already 
mixed. Just snip the tip off the plastic bottle—then squeeze. 
Creamy drops slide through your curls—lock ‘‘Hidden Body” in. 
So neat—not a drop dribbles down your face or neck. 

Wonderful way to have a wonderful permanent! So, give 
beauty shops the “‘go by” and go buy a New, No Mix Toni. You'll 
never bother with a beauty shop permanent again! (Don’t forget— 
Toni also makes Tonette for children and Silver Curl for gray hair.) 
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JUDY SULLIVAN, Student, School 
of Nursing, Cambridge, Mass., says: 
“I cried when I saw those pimples 
on my face. I’d been asked to the 
Military Ball and I was sure they'd 
never go away in time. A friend 
suggested Clearasil and it worked 
wonders! My skin was clear by the 


night of the dance!” 


Judy 


SCIENTIFIC CLEARASIL MEDICATION 


PIMPLES 


SKIN-COLORED, Hides pimples while it works 
CLEARASIL is the new-type scientific medication 
especially for pimples. In tubes or new squeeze- 
bottle lotion, CLEARASIL gives you the effective 
medications prescribed by leading Skin Special- 
ists, and clinical tests prove it really works. 


HOW CLEARASIL WORKS FAST 
1. Penetrotes pimples. ‘Keratolytic’action 


softens, dissolves affected skin tissue so 
medications can penetrate. Encourages 
quick growth of healthy, smooth skin! 
2. Stops bacteria. Antiseptic action stops 
growth of the bacteria that can cause 
and spread pimples . . . helps prevent 
further pimple outbreaks! 


3. ‘Starves’ pimples. Oil-absorbing 
action ‘starves’ pimples . . . dries up, 
helps remove excess oils that ‘feed’ 
pimples . . . works fast to clear pimples! 


‘Floats’ Out Blackheads. cLearasit softens 
and loosens blackheads so they float out with 
normal washing. And, CLEARASIL is greaseless, 
stainless, pleasant to use day and night for 
uninterrupted medication. 


Proved by Skin Specialists! In tests on over 
300 patients, 9 out of every 10 cases were 
cleared up or definitely improved 
while using CLEARASIL (either lo- 
tion or tube). In Tube, 69¢ and 
98¢. Long-lasting Lotion squeeze- 
bottle, only $1.25 (no fed. tax). 
Money-back guarantze. 
At all drug 
counters. 


SPECIAL OFFER: For 2 weeks’ supply of cLEARAsIL send name, 
address and 15¢ to Dept. KT-10 (for tube) or Dept. LL-10 
(for lotion),| cLeanasi, 122 E. 42 St., N.Y. Exp. 11/15/60. 
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played more divi fy...lived more fabulously | 


“] gave up a kingdom for this kiss. 
I want you to love me for all eternity!” 


“The Church and nd the Devil are fight- 
ing for your soul . . . and I don’t know 
who will win!” 


SONG 


D 


The Story of 


Now all the songs 
born in women’s hearts . . . all the passions 
kindled in women’s arms 
flame from the screen! 


COLUMBIA PICTURES 
AWILLIAM GOETZ PRODUCTION 


atarring 


DIRK 


as Franz Liszt * 


glamorous, 
breathtaking 


written by OSCAR MILLARD birectea oy CHARLES VIDOR 
in CINEMASCOPE ana Eastman COLOR 
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Julie tells me she’s happier now—and for good ‘reasons. 


*m aware Elvis Presley is a judo ex- 

pert, but I didn’t realize until now 

this subject is his opening dialogue 
with a girl. . . . Bet Tony Curtis never 
thought he’d be a Roman gladiator. . . . 
Tuesday Weld is still on her reformation 
and improvement kick; the pounding of 
my typewriter keys are applause for 
her... . I'll say this for George Hamil- 
ton: He’s always well-dressed. . . . John 
Wayne must have surprised even John 


Ford with his direction of “The Alamo.” 
. . . Julie Newmar told me she likes 
Hollywood better. “This time it seems 
like fun here. I like my role in the pic- 
ture (‘Marriage-Go-Round’), but I guess 
it all boils down to the amount of zeroes 
I get paid.” ... As far as I’m concerned, 
movies about The Beat Generation have 
had it. . . . May Britt’s real name is 
Maybritt Wilkens. . .. Weren’t you sur- 
prised by those unglamorous photos of 


How much does Susan Kohner have to do with the way George Hamilton looks? 


Wonder if Cyd and I agree on T ony? 


Charles Boyer and Maurice Chevalier 
for “Fanny”? Especially Boyer. .. . Tony 
Martin should unbend a little and he’d 
be good in the movies. . . . The studios 
are using new faces so fast that Yvette 
Mimieux secretly calls herself “that old 
new face.” 

Rod Steiger often can’t remember his 
own phone number and has to look it 
up in his personal address book. .. . It 
isn’t often you hear Marilyn Monroe 
praise another actress. However, she has 
only superlatives for Shirley MacLaine’s 
performance in “The Apartment.” MM 


Joan and Warren—a clue to a secret. 


thinks SM should win the Oscar... . 
Shelley Winters gained an Oscar and 
lost a husband, Tony Franciosa. .. . 
Groucho Marx claims the good old days 
was when women dressed on the beach 
the way they do now in the super- 
markets. 

Tab Hunter loves horses as much as 
that small boy loves Lassie. . . . Joan 
Collins kisses with her eyes open, if 
she doesn’t like you. They’re tightly shut 
for Warren Beatty. . . . Fred Astaire’s 
real name is Frederick Austerlitz. .. . 
Imagine what a box office draw Lana 
Turner would be in a truly fine motion 
picture. ... I’m amused by the fact that 
in “Imitation of (Please turn the page) 


7. 
a 
4 


THE WOMAN IN THE MIDNIGHT LACE... 
TARGET FOR, TEMPTATION...OR. TERROR. ? 


THE SHOCKING 
MIDNIGHT THREATS... 


THE UNEXPLAIN 
‘ACCIDENTS’... 


% 


ABLE 


THE MENACING 
VOICE IN THE FOG... 


HAD SHE INVENTED 
THEM...OR WAS 
SHE LLVING Two 
LIVES... WiTHOUT 
KNOWING iT...2 


DORIS DAY* REX HARR 


CO-STARRING 


MYRNA LOY- RODDY McDOWALL 


HERBERT MARSHALL - NATASHA PARRY - JOHN WILLIAMS 
with HERMIONE BADDELEY 


Directed by DAVID MILLER - Screenplay by IVAN GOFF and BEN ROBERTS 
Based upon the play “MATILDA SHOUTED FIRE” by Janet Green 
Produced by ROSS HUNTER and MARTIN MELCHER - A Universal-International Release 


IN EASTMAN COLOR 
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BANISH 
THIGH 
BULGE! 


WITH THE NEW 


4 JAMAICA 


LENGTH 
“PANTIE GIRDLE 


Jamaica length 

— a new concept in thigh 

control...gives you a sleek, 
unbroken line from waist toa whisper 
above the knee. Add a pre-shaped 
natural control back panel, a satin 
front panel and a seamless hip section 
and voila .. . a flawless silhouette! 
Comfortable? Supremely .. . because 
your SILF SKIN is knit from one contin- 
uous strand of elastic yarn, exclusive- 
ly designed to eliminate binding and 
irritation. #528 Jamaica length $895 
#258 Long torso, $10. White only. Rayon 
elastic, self-hem. Small, medium, large. 
Extra large slightly more. At finest gir- 
dle counters in the U.S.A. and Canada. 
Fibers; Rayon, Acetate, Nylon, Cotton, Rubber 


HOLLY WOOD 


continued 


Life,” Sandra Dee was Lana’s daughter 
and in “Portrait in Black” she’s Lana’s 
step-daughter. . . . If Richard Burton 
was as colorful in the movies as he is 
offscreen, he’d be one of the biggest box 
office attractions. . . . | admire Efrem 
Zimbalist Jr., not so much for his acting, 
but because at a cocktail party he can 
take one peanut and stop. . . . I’m still 
wondering what actually happened be- 
tween John Saxon and Vicki Thal. They 
looked as if they were made for each 
other when they announced their en- 
gagement. . . . The youngsters in the 
movie colony are using the attractive 
album covers to decorate their bedroom 


Wherever is, Fred May. 


walls. . . . I think Keely Smith is the 
best female singer around these days, 
and Frank Sinatra is still tops on the 
male list. They should do an album to- 
gether. . . . Starlet Googie Schwab told 
me: “I’m thinking of getting married. 
How difficult is it to get a divorce?” 


Dot Malone meets Vicki Trickett, who’s in “Pepe.” 


What they’re saying about Shirley! 


Zsa Zsa Gabor shopping at the Farm- 
er’s Market—a bunch of lilacs under one 
arm, a ham under the other. . . . I believe 
that Spencer Tracy and Fredric March, 
the only actors who are two-time win- 
ners of Oscars, will battle it out to see 
who wins it for the third time, judging 
by their performances in “Inherit the 
Wind.” . . . | think Jayne Mansfield 
should be bigger than she is—career- 
wise, | mean. . . . Anxiously I await the 
movie version of “West Side Story.” 
Vincent Price told me that Hollywood 
is the only town about which you can 
say contradictory things and still be 
right—which is a pretty contradictory 
thing to say in the first place. 

When Carolyn Jones gets fidgety in a 
movie, I do, too. . . . Wonder who dis- 
plays his teeth more in a picture, Burt 
Lancaster, Kirk Douglas or Charlton Hes- 
ton? ... Jean Simmons always appears 
good-natured to me. Now if I were 
Stewart Granger— . Mamie Van 
Doren believes that love is the best 
beauty treatment for a woman. ... A 
Hollywood starlet is a girl who’s great 
in still pictures and is waiting to get a 
role in a moving picture. That’s Holly- 
wood For You. 


Tab discovered her—on a horse. 
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CASH! CASH! CASH! FASCINATING PUZZLES! FABULOUS PRIZES! 


HERE right in your hand is the opportunity to enter this great new Puzzle Game in which you 
may personally WIN A CASH FORTUNE OF $75,000.00. That’s right, as much as $75,000.00 
is what YOU may win in this fabulous Hammond Atlas “Everybody Wins” TREASURE ISLAND 
GAME! Stop and think what you could do with an amount of cash, so large, that only a select few 
people ever accumulate it in a lifetime! Now that “House of your Dreams” could be within reach... 
the Pleasure Boat you’ve always 
. a thousand and one hopes and dreams could 


Education for your children assured ... a magnificent World Tour ... 
yearned for . . . Capital to start a business of your own.. 
now come true. This may be the Big Chance you've been hoping for! 


No Statements — No Jingles — No Box Tops — No Guesswork — Only Skill Counts! 


we'll send you Puzzles #5-#8 by RETURN MAIL 
(within 14 days) together with the official rules and 
complete details of how you may win up to $75,000.00 
in this exciting game (which for lack of space have not 
been printed here). Now study the sample puzzle below. 


Yes, you may enter this contest now. Everything you 
need to start is right on this page before you. The first 
four Official Puzzles #1-#4 are at right below. Simply 
send in your solution to these four puzzles on one of the 
two Entry Coupons below .. . that’s all you have to do to 


enter... 


: HAMMOND ATLAS _ 


GAM 


FIRST PRIZE. 


2nd PRIZE......... 


7th PRIZE......... 
8th PRIZE......... 


9th Through 36th PRIZES 
$50.00 Each 


In this Sample Puzzle which is typicat of all basic 
Official Puzzles there are just enough letters scrambled 
to correctly spell out the name of a certain island. Now 
look at the Clues. “Largest island in the Mediterranean.” 
Of course you know this is Sicily and, sure enough, when 
you unscramble the letters, that’s exactly the island name 
you come up with. Furthermore, you can tell by the outline 
of the island that you've got the correct answer. Finally, 
the pictured objects in the puzzle (Mt. Etna—a hot sun), 
also suggest Sicily. (NOTE: An additional clue with each set 
of basic Official Puzzles will be a list of island names from 
which to select your answers.) 


Largest Island in the Mediterranean. 


WHY DO WE OFFER THIS EXCITING CONTEST? 


C. S. HAMMOND & CO. for over half a century has been one of the foremost publishers of 
Maps and Atlases in the world. Perhaps you have an old edition in your home. But the world 
is changing — he ction geographic material is a must if you and your family are to keep 
abreast of the r ch going on in the world today. Particularly if there are chil- 
dren, we urge that you make this contest one for the whole family. The purpose of this contest 


is to make you conscious of the wealth of in- | 
“EVERYBODY WINS THIS PRIZ 


formation available in Hammond Maps and 
Atlases, as well as to give you the opportunity’ 
to win huge Cash Prizes. We know that this 
contest will win new friends for Hammond 
because you will enjoy the Fun and Excitement 
and the truly Educational Challenge these 
Puzzles represent. This intriguing game is of 
great pride to us and you can be sure that we 
will conduct the finest and fairest contest ever 
offered. Winning solutions will be certified by 
one of America’s outstanding independent 
firms of Public Accountants. 


MAIL SOLUTIONS TO PUZZLES 
; #1, #2, #3 AND #4 TODAY! 
Solve the first four OFFICIAL PUZZLES, 
enter your solutions on one Coupon below, 
and get it into the mail to us at once, together 


with a stamped, self-addressed envelope, in 
which we will RUSH to you Puzzles #5, #6, 


$25.00 Each 


puzzles #5, CASH 


you verify your solutions. 


ENTRIES MUST BE POSTMARKED NOT LATER THAN ocrosen som, 


YOU MAY WIN: 


3rd PRIZE.............$9,000.00 
4th PRIZE............$5 000.00 
5th PRIZE.............$3,000.00 
6th PRIZE............ $1,500.00 


37th Through 500th PRIZES 


HOW TO PLAY THIS GAME 

The correct answer to each of the first four Puzzles below is the name of an island. 
The object of the game is to spell out the correct island name in each puzzle by- 
unscrambling the letters in the puzzle. The pictured objects and other clues will help 


575,000.00 


.. $17,000.00 


....$1,000.00 ~ 
$500.00 


ICELAND 


PUZZLES 1-4 INCLUSIVE! 


The correct answer to each of the four puzzles below is among the following island names. 


PUERTO RICO 


PALMERSTON 


CUBA HAWAII IRELAND 


Famous for cigars 


SEND SOLUTIONS ON COUPON BELOW 
KEEP PUZZLES FOR YOUR RECORDS 


Inhabitants of this island are 
United States Citizens. 


OAHU 
HAINAN | 


0 


rot 


#7, #8. Sometimes, things put off never get 
done, and with all that cash waiting for the 
winners this may be one of the MOST IM- 
PORTANT DECISIONS you will ever be 
called upon to make. 


THIS COUPON FOR A RELATIVE OR FRIEND 


B Moi! ro: TREASURE ISLAND GAME 141 
Box 2715, Station 
New York 7, 


Please RUSH Puzzles +5, #6, +7 and +8 together 
with official rules and details of this exciting GAME. 
1 understand this obligates me in no way, 


NAME......... 
i CI enclose a stamped, self-addressed envelope 


YOU MUST ENCLOSE A STAMPED SELF-ADDRESSED ENVELOPE, 


Even tho’ you don’t win one of the 500 CASH Prizes—still 
we will positively send you FREE a copy of Hammond's Full 
Color “FABULOUS TREASURE" Map provided you mail in 
solutions(right or wrong) to all basic’ Official Puzzles. This 
large authentic 16” x 21” picture Map (ideal for framing) 
lists and locates famous lost treasures totaling millions of 
dollars still waiting to be found. 


ENTRY COUPON | 


Saint Patrick drove out the snakes from this 


ve QOO0000 


isle of the Hula Hula. 


Box 2715, ou Station 
New York 17 


| Mail To: TREASURE ISLAND GAME 141 


Fess YOU ENTER ON THIS COUPON | 


ENTRY COUPON 


‘Print Your Answers below 


Puzzle #1. 


Puzzle #2. 


Puzzle #3........... 


Puzzle #4... 


Your Answers belew + Please RUSH Puzzles +5, =6, +7 and +8 together 
G with official ree ons details of this exciting GAME, 
Puzzle #1 | understand this obligates me in no way. 
NAME. 
Pyzzle #2 
Puzzle #3............ 
Puzzle #4 MAP PUBLISHERS (1 | enclose a stamped, self-addressed envelope 
Since 1900 


Tha wm YOU MUST ENCLOSE A STAMPED SELF-ADDRESSED. ENVELOPE == 


od > | 
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Compact Shape to keep 
you lovely and dainty... 


SHAVEMASTER 


SHAVER 


Exclusive ‘‘Micro-Twin’’ Head 
\ solves all your feminine grooming 


You'll always be smooth, poised 
and of immaculate 
grooming with the Lady Sunbeam 
Shavemaster Shaver. You'll save 
time, too, because Lady Sunbeam 
shaves quicker, won’t cause 
embarrassing nicks and cuts. Its 
dainty size makes it easier to 
handle, and its quiet motor makes 
ita pleasure. And Lady Sunbeam’s 
slim, colorful design will look 
lovely on your vanity table. 


Feminine Petal Pink with raised 
Gold-Tone design on fluted white 
background, in 
a star dusted, 
golden trim 
travel case. 

Model LS4, 

$13.95* 


SUNBEAM CORP., DEPT. 238, CHICAGO SO, ILL. 
Canada: Toronto 18, 


©S.C. ®SUNBEAM, LADY SUNBEAM, 
SHAVEMASTER, MICRO-TWIN 


*Recommended Retail Price 


get more out of life— 


go out to a 


movie 


Elmer Gantry 


WARM-BLOODED STORY OF REAL PEOPLE; ADULT 


The Sinclair Lewis novel made a 
lot of readers mad back in 1927, but 
that hasn’t scared Richard Brooks. 
Adapting and directing the movie, he 
gets a firm grip on a hot subject, in- 
stead of juggling it nervously. Maybe 
religion is supposed to be a taboo 
topic for arguments, but just look 
what we have here: Burt Lancaster 
preaching hellfire like a side-show 
barker; Jean Simmons (above with 
Burt) sincerely offering a happy faith 
(with some showmanship of her 
own); and Arthur Kennedy, as an 
agnostic newspaperman, taking a 
cynical view of revivalists in general. 
Yet it isn’t any argument you'll re- 
member from this lusty picture; it’s 
all the live, believable characters. Al- 
most every part is an actor’s delight. 
Shirley Jones seems to enjoy throw- 
ing her virtue away to become a gal 
that any honest cop would keep a 
suspicious eye on. And Patti Page is 
a sympathetic person, as well as a 
fervent hymn-singer. Yes, moviegoers 
are arguing about this one—but it 
isn’t leaving anybody indifferent! y... 


The Rest Is Silence 


SHAKESPEARE STAYS UP TO DATE; ADULT 


If that title quote doesn’t tip you 
off, you may be puzzled by something 
strangely familiar about this picture. 
As a German boy raised in the U.S., 
Hardy Kruger goes home because he 


suspects that his father was murdered, 
so that his uncle (Peter Van Eyck) 
could take over the dead man’s mu- 
nitions kingdom and wife. That out- 
line doesn’t ring a bell? Then you 
must have been daydreaming in Eng- 
lish class. Hardy’s young Harvard 
professor is really Hamlet, and it’s 
interesting to see how well his violent 
story fits into the weird world of the 
Nazis and the sick world of postwar 
Germany. Next to Hardy’s, the best 
acting job is turned in by Ingrid 
Andree, who’s a touching modern- 
day Ophelia, taking refuge in the 
greenhouse of her bombed-out home. 
But the persistent echo in all the sit- 
uations is really distracting! Shake- 


speare wrote it better. 


FILMS AROUND THE WORLD; 
GERMAN DIALOGUE, TITLES IN ENGLISH 


Hell to Eternity 
SURPRISE HIT, WONDERFULLY TRUE; ADULT 
Here’s a splendid example of what 
Hollywood calls “a sleeper.” No big 
names; no expensive publicity cam- 
paign; a title that doesn’t mean 
much. You walk in without expecting 
anything special—and you’re caught 
up in a fascinating drama, living 
with people you'll remember for a 
long, long time. Under Phil Karlson’s 
direction, Jeffrey Hunter (who used 
to seem too good-looking to be a 
really good actor) is just fine as Guy 
Gabaldon, an actual hero of World 
War II—but one who wasn’t famous 
chiefly for (Please turn the page) 
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reams begin with 


matdenform 


the dream of a dress: 


Ceil Chapman’s black and brief beauty of 
whisper-soft silk crepe. The chic of the mat- 
ter: sleeves which barely exist, the V (for 
vamp!) neckline, and a whittled, belittled 
waist from which the drape draws its artistry. 
Clearly, Ceil Chapman’s figure of fall fashion 
is slim, slimmer, slimmest (helped to who 
knows what extent by the girdle beneath)! 


the dream of a girdle: 


Maidenform Variation* girdles are weightless 
will-o’-the-wisps that are the very soul of self 
control. Seamless (seemingly endless) powers 
of restraint gently prompt your figure to 
sheath-worthy trimness. Seven flattening, 
flattering styles in whitest white that stays 
white. Pantie girdle illustrated just 2.95. 
Other machine washable Variations to 5.00. 


HAPMAN RENOWNED OF 16 MAJOR FASHION AWARDS 
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_WEWILLPAY 
YOU2S¢TOTRY 


e 1 application lasts 4 to 5 


eks! 
AFTER YOU WASH OFF MASCARA, afe you left with 
a “FEATURELESS” FACE? Then use “‘Dark-Eyes’’ as 
your BASIC eye makeup—under mascara, or instead! 
“Dark-Eyes” colors permanently—won't wash off! 
Lashes, brows look NATURALLY soft, dark, luxuriant 


all day, all night—‘round-the-clock! Eye beauty lasts 
until hairs are replaced, every 4 to 5 weeks! 


“Dark-Eyes”’ contains no aniline dyes. It is PERMA- 
NENT, SWIMPROOF, SMUDGEPROOF, TEARPROOF 
AND SMEARPROOF! So easy to apply in seconds! 


Our 27th year! 3 shades: Black, Brown, Light Brown. 


ABOUT12 25 at leading 
APPLICATIONS drug, dept., 
(normal year's supply) (plus tax) variety stores. 


RETURN 
THIS COUPON- 


WORTH 


Just send us the name ‘‘Dark-Eyes” 
cut from the back of the regular 
$1.25 size package purchased from 
your local store, with this coupon 
filled out, and we will send you 25c, 


1960 
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My name 


address 


town 


state. 


This offer not made in any locality 
which prohibits, regulates, taxes or 
licenses discount or premium offers. 


REDEEM THIS COUPON BEFORE DECEMBER 31 


“Dark-Eyes” ‘Dept. P-100 


[250% W. Carroll Ave., Chicago 24, lil. 


MOVIES. continued 
killing. A California boy (white), Jeff 


has been raised in a loving family of 
Japanese-Americans. Their tragedy after 
Pearl Harbor is shocking new material 
for the screen: The Japan-born parents 
are forced into “relocation camps,” 
while their Nisei sons fight with the 
great “Go for broke” regiment in Italy. 
Jeff's unusual knowledge of the enemy’s 
language finally takes him to Saipan 
with the Marine Corps. War scenes cer- 
tainly aren’t prettified, but their note of 
hope is stronger than the horrors. For 
relaxation, there’s a wild and hilarious 
party in Hawaii, when Jeff and his 
buddies, David Janssen (opposite page 
with Jeff) and Vic Damone, meet up 
with two cheerful Japanese-American 
girls and a chilly 
(Patricia Owens), 


newspaperwoman 
and ... well, these 
boys aren’t Boy Scouts—they’re Ma- 
rines! ALLIED ARTISTS 
Sons and Lovers 


SENSITIVE STUDY OF GROWING-UP; ADULT 


D. H. Lawrence’s ideas on sex may 
have seemed more startling when his 
novel came out than they do now; but 
director Jack Cardiff's version still rates 
as an outspoken movie, done with taste 
as well as vigor. He’s kept the period in 
1910 and the place in an English mining 
town—and yet young people today, in 
any American town, will understand 


just what Dean Stockwell is going 


through. He does a nice, earnest job as 
the boy who’s eager to learn about life, 
first with Heather Sears (below left), 
as a timid country girl, and then with 
Mary Ure, as a beautiful campaigner 


for women’s rights. Family relationships 
haven't changed much, either. With their 
imposing work as Dean’s mother and 
father, Wendy Hiller and Trevor How- 
ard make us see some eternal truths 
about marriage that are ‘way beyond 
Dean’s grasp. 20TH, CINEMASCOPE 
All the Fine Young Cannibals 


SEX IS CERTAINLY CONFUSING; ADULT 


When you get right down to it, the 
young people of this modern story are 
facing the same problems as Dean’s— 
only theirs are less convincing and much 
more complicated. Though the creepy 
title is never explained, the general idea 
seems to be that Natalie Wood, Bob 
Wagner, George Hamilton and Susan 
Kohner are trying to eat each other up 
emotionally. All of them leave their 
Southern home town for New York: 
George and sister Susan (below right), 
to escape the boredom of being rich; 
Bob, to follow a jazz career: Natalie. to 
escape disgrace. The young stars (espe- 
cially Bob) are all at their best as they 
try to express the picture’s serious in- 
tentions—whatever those may be. A 
couple of times, the theme appears to be 
that you aren't truly in love unless 
you're ready to commit suicide over it. 
A pretty sick notion. 


M-G-M; CINEMASCOPE, METROCOLOR 


The Crowded Sky 


LOTS OF PLOT TO KEEP US FLYING: ADULT 


Remember “The High and the 
Mighty”? So do the people who made 
this new air thriller. They’ve got us 
nibbling our fingernails over the fate of 
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two planes this time: a big transport and 
a Navy jet, speeding toward an unsched- 
uled rendezvous several thousand feet 
over the U.S. As usual, every soul on 
each plane is in an emotional swivit. 
Navy flyers Efrem Zimbalist, Jr., and 
Troy Donahue have wife trouble and 
sweetheart trouble. On the transport. 
pilot Dana Andrews doesn’t get along 
with co-pilot John Kerr, who loves stew- 
ardess Anne Francis, who has quite a 
past. Among the passengers, we have old 
lovers meeting again, a “Marty”-type 
romance starting, a husband taking care 
of a dying wife. Nobody is just yawning 
and looking out the window. 

WARNERS, TECHNICOLOR 


Come Dance With Me! 


BARDOT TURNS DETECTIVE; ADULT 


It looks as if comedy murder mys- 
teries just aren’t a French cup of tea, 
though Brigitte Bardot is pretty, sassy 
and semi-dressed while she’s making like 
Nora Charles or Mrs. North. She wants 
to find out who shot Dawn Addams, a 
blackmailing dance instructress, because 
the cops are after Brigitte’s handsome 
but not extra-bright husband (played by 
the late Henri Vidal). The pace is too 
leisurely, but there are suspects aplenty 
and enough chuckles, and the murder 
motive is an eyebrow-raiser—definitely 
not for the family trade. 


KINGSLEY INTERNATIONAL; 
DIALOGUE IN FRENCH, TITLES IN ENGLISH 


Ice Palace 


ALASKA HISTORY GOES ON AND ON; FAMILY 


Richard Burton and Robert Ryan are 
a couple of forceful personalities and 
good actors— (Continued on page 86) 


Womans ‘Difficult Days 
and Her 


Perspiration Problems 


Doctors tell why her underarm perspiration 
problems increase during monthly cycle. 
What can be done about it? 


Science has now discov- 
ered that a thing called 
“emotional perspiration” is 
closely linked to a woman’s 
“difficult days.” So much so 
that during this monthly 
cycle her underarm perspi- 
ration problems are not 
only greater but more embarrassing. 


You see, “emotional perspiration” 
is caused by special glands. They’re 
bigger and more powerful. And 
when they're stimulated they liter- 
ally pour out perspiration. It is this 
kind of perspiration that causes the 
most offensive odor. 


New Scientific Discovery 


Science has found that a woman 
needs a special deodorant to counter- 
act this “emotional perspiration” and 
stop offensive stains and odor. And 
now it’s here . . . a deodorant with an 
exclusive ingredient specifically 
formulated to maintain effectiveness 
even at those times of tense emotion 
... during “difficult days” when she 
is more likely to offend. 


It’s wonderful new ARRID CREAM 
Deodorant, now fortified with amaz- 
ing Perstop,* the most remarkable 
antiperspirant ever developed! So 
effective, yet so gentle. 


*Carter Products trad k for sulf 


Valda Sherman 


Used daily, ARRID with 
Perstop* penetrates deep 
into the pores and stops 
“emotional perspiration” 
stains and odor . . . stops it 
as no roll-on, spray or stick 
could ever do! 

You rub ARRID CREAM 
in... you rub perspiration out. Rub 
ARRID CREAM in . . . rub odor out. 


Twice as effective as roll-ons 


Doctors have proved ARRID is more 
effective than any cream, twice as 
effective as any roll-on or spray 
tested. And yet ARRID CREAM 
Deodorant is so gentle, antiseptic, 
non-irritating ... completely safe for 
normal underarm skin. 

So...to be sure you are free of 
the embarrassment of “emotional 
perspiration,” use this special kind of 
cream deodorant. ARRID with Per- 
stop* stops perspiration stains... 
stops odor too, not only during the 
“difficult days” but every day. 

Remember, nothing protects you 
like a cream, and no cream protects 
you like ARRID. So don’t be half safe. 
Be completely safe. Use ARRID 
CREAM Deodorant with Perstop* to 
be sure. Buy a jar at any drug or cos- 
metic counter. Only 49¢ plus tax. 


ted hydrocarbon surfactants. 
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Happy Father: Mel Ferrer was in 
bed for a scene when | tiptoed onto his 
“Hands of Orlac” set, shooting at Shep- 
perton’s in London, first stop on my ex- 
citing trip to Europe. With a sudden 
leap Mel grabbed my hand in friendship 
while photographers snapped. “Wait 
till I tell Audrey who was here,” he 
beamed, for Mel knows how fond I am 
of his lovely wife, Audrey Hepburn. 
His new son hadn’t been born at that 
time but Mel had reservations on every 
plane from London to Switzerland in 
order to be there wth Audrey. And I 
learned later he made it. While they 
were in the South of France last spring, 
Mel had surprised Audrey with a new 
nursery in their Switzerland home. He’d 
done it all by telephone. “We’re coming 
to Hollywood in the early fall,” he told 
me, “Audrey to make ‘Breakfast at Tif- 
fany’s’ and I to direct ‘Return Fare.’ 
And, of course, we'll bring the new baby 
with us and we want you to be among 
our first visitors.” And that I will. 


Mel made it to Audrey’s side—just in time. 


Sandra had a real surprise for me. Akim and Peter helped her keep it a secret. 


A Birthday In Rome: “Now mother get busy,” Sandra Dee 
said to her mother, Mary Douvan, one morning in Rome. “This 
is Sara’s birthday and there’s a lot of planning to do.” So, 
Mary, who told me about it later, ordered the orchids which 
turned out to be gardenias, and suddenly everything was ready 
when I arrived for what I thought was an ordinary luncheon. 
Instead, there was Sandra, Mary, Jerry Germain and Jack 
Newman from Universal in Hollywood, and Vera Thompson, 
wife of the co-producer, Walter Thompson, on “Romanoff and 
Juliet,” the picture Sandra is making in Rome. The party was 
gay with a cake, champagne and lovely gifts, among them a 
giant bottle of Caron’s “Bellodgia” from Sandra. What a time! 
But that wasn’t all. That evening on the night location in the 
surrounding gardens of a beautiful villa, I was led over to a 
table laden with more champagne and an even fancier cake. 
And while the orchestra, a part of the picture, played Happy 
Birthday, I was surrounded by the Peter Ustinovs, Sandra, 
her mother, Mary, Cecily and Jack Gavin, the Akim Tami- 
roffs and Walter Thompsons. Surely, I thought to myself, no 
one ever had two such wonderful birthday surprises. And in 
such a romantic setting. Just like Sandra to dream it all up. 
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In Marseilles, a happier Leslie posed for Vincent Roux. 


A Day With The Pecks: The driver finally found Burly 
Lane, an hour outside London, and suddenly there was 
Veronique Peck at the door with a warm greeting. She 
had telephoned my hotel a day or two before with an 
invitation to lunch and what a wonderful day it was, 
in the huge English manor house that housed Gregory, 
Veronique, the three older Peck boys and little Anthony 
and Cecilia. After their naps and our wonderful lunch, 
the two younger children appeared and if ever there was 
a pocket edition of the handsome Gregory himself, it’s 
little Anthony. “Even in Rhodes,” Veronique said, “the 
natives who had never seen us would stop Anthony and 
say, ‘Ah, a little Gregory Peck, eh?’” And, of course, 
pert, adorable 2-year-old Cecilia, the sole femme among 
a houseful of boys, is the Queen Bee of the household. 
A happy family, the Pecks. And Greg deserves it all. 


A Day At Peter Ustinov’s: After 
“Spartacus” there can be no doubt 
about the talents of the bearded Eng- 
lishman, Peter Ustinov, who wrote, di- 
rected, produced and_ starred in 
“Romanoff and Juliet” with Sandra 
Dee. So with pleasure | accepted his 
Sunday-at-home-day in the gardens of 
his elaborate villa. Here I met again the 
fascinating Oscar winner, Simone 
Signoret, who had been making a film 
in Italy. Simone raved over the smooth- 
ness of American production methods. 
And husband Yves Montand, she said, 
was crazy over Hollywood and has two 
more pictures to make for 20th Century- 
Fox. Simone will also make a few Amer- 
ican movies. (Please turn the page) 


Ajter the party with Kookie and Keely, things changed for Bobby and Jo-Ann. 


A Set In Paris: Maurice Chevalier was roaming 
the “Fanny” set in a dilapidated bathrobe the day I 
visited the Boulogne studios near Paris. Resting in a 
comfortable chair nearby was Charles Boyer. “You 
see what happens when you grow too old for romance?” 
Maurice grinned. “Charles and I like to take it easy.” To 
me, both gentlemen seemed the epitome of romance and 
I wanted no further arguments from either of them. “I’m 
72 in September,” Maurice called after me “and I'll 
see you in Hollywood soon.” Director Josh Logan 
shook his head. “Maurice is the only actor I know who 
keeps reminding the world of his age,” he said. And 
you know something? It’s true. . . . Leslie Caron joined 
me for a chat. With her husband, Peter Hall, a director 
of Shakespearean plays at Stratford, she’s off to the 
Virgin Islands for a visit with her parents and then, if 
time allows, on to Mexico for a vacation. Leslie tells me 
she'll appear on the London stage this winter in “Ondine,” 
to be directed by her husband. And what a happy mar- 
riage this one is! Happiness absolutely shines through 
the interesting face of little “Gigi” and her handsome 
husband. What an 
adorable couple they 
are! Don’tyouagree? 


And In_ Holly- 
wood: All those 
femme admirers of 
Bobby Darin can 
now take heart. 
His engagement to 
Jo-Ann Campbell 
seems definitely off. 
... Terry Moore 
called me to tell 
me how exciting it 
was giving _ birth. 
She watched in a 
mirror! . . . Poor 
Vera Miles and 
groom Keith Lar- 
son. Right after the ceremony, Keith took off for location 
for his new TV series “Aquanaut”—and without Vera. 


Terry couldn’t wait to tell me. 
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INSIDE 


STUFF 


continued 


Familiar Faces: That cute, delectable 
Frenchie, Christine Carere, and her 
husband, Philip Nicaud, paid us a visit 
at our hotel in Paris. Christine expected 
her baby any day but later, in 1961, 
she and Philip plan to come to Holly- 
wood for a movie. “I hope they haven’t 
forgotten me,” she sighed. . . . “Hey” 
came Gene Kelly’s voice over the 
phone. “Why are you arriving in Paris 
just as I’m leaving?” But nota word about 
his plans to marry Jeanne Cogne, which 
he did a short while later, in Nevada. 
... “Come right over,” Richard Egan 
telephoned in Rome. “Pat and_ the 
children and I love it here. We may 
even stay to do another picture.” 
Richard, we gathered, was very happy 
with his “Esther and the King” movie 
and lives in a charming villa... . “It’s 
a press cocktail party so do come,” 
Rhonda Fleming telephoned, so with 
Al Hix, that handsome man around 
Rome, I sat beside Rhonda and _ her 
husband, Lang Jeffries, while the 
Italians asked their questions through 
an interpreter. Rhonda and Lang were 
on their way to Madrid to make “Revolt 
of the Slaves.” . . . “I’m off to Sicily,” 
Tina Louise told me in Rome, “to 
make a picture for Rossellini called 
‘Viva la Italia.’ It’s the story of Gari- 
baldi and I love the role.” “And what 
about your love life?” I asked Tina 
who merely laughed. But I happen to 
know it’s quite a romance between Tina 
and a certain Italian attorney of good 
family. . . . I saw Sal Mineo when 
he came through from Israel and his 
role in “Exodus” and somehow it hadn’t 
occurred to me before just how the 
long hard hours of work these young 
people put in can interfere with their 
social life. Sal phoned Sandra Dee 
for a date and Sandra was eager to 
accept. But suddenly her set call was 
shifted to a night scene and so the date 
had to be cancelled. And Sal understood. 


The Ball And Home: When Pier Angeli arrived at 
the Berlin Film Festival Ball, all eyes turned toward the 
little Italian beauty. She looked absolutely beautiful. It 
was sad, though, not seeing Vie Damone with her. . . . 
One of the first callers, when I got back to Hollywood, was 
my friend Jack Lemmon. . . . On the plane home, I read 
Paul Anka’s book, “Diana and Me,” and it should prove a 
best seller. “Diana” was also the name of his first song hit. 


Pier Angeli made a dramatic entrance—and exit—at the Berlin Film Festival. Still, 
it made me sad. Like Vic Damone, I can’t help think how things might have been. 


3 Believe it or not, Jack Lemmon left this harem to telephone another girl—me! 
4 


On The Set: Cary Grant wrote and said, “Be my guest. 
Fly over to Europe. You'll feel at home.” And when he 
came across the sound stage to greet me with his usual 
charming smile, suddenly I did feel at home—even far away 
at Shepperton’s Studio outside London where Cary, 
Deborah Kerr, Jean Simmons and Bob Mitchum were 
filming “The Grass is Greener.” Cary, of course, knew | 
was coming as he was my host for this wonderful month’s 
holiday in Europe but Deborah, whom I hadn’t seen for 
some time, did a perfect double take when she glimpsed me. 
The instant the scene was finished, she came over and with 
a “May I?” kissed my cheek and held my hand in greeting. 
Cary and Deborah and I lunched in the studio dining- 
room and, of course, I had to give them all the news from 
home. Both Cary and Deborah looked fantastically young 
and handsome. Could be the English weather. Deborah has 
married Peter Viertel by this time and Cary is back in Holly- 
wood. But for that moment, what a wonderful reunion it was! 


Dinner With The Darrens: Looks real serious between Peter and Joanie. 


Jimmy and Evy Darren drove 
up to my hotel exactly on the 
hour and the three of us took 
off for an Italian restaurant in 
the heart of London. But the 
rather touching thing, to me, 
was Jimmy’s concern that every- 
thing be just right. He had tele- 
phoned me in advance to know 
if I liked Italian food and had 
ordered everything in advance 
—made to his own tastes. Won- 
derful pizzas with small saus- 
ages. Raviolis stuffed with 
cheese. A special red wine. And 
we ate and laughed and gos- 
siped for hours. Evy, who is ex- 
pecting a baby in November, is 
a doll. I’m crazy about her. And 
here’s news: “I’m giving up my 
career from now on,” she con- 
fided. Jimmy says it’s strictly 
up to her but Evy is a sensible 
young woman who wants to be 
free to go where Jimmy goes. 
Incidentally, the three wives of 
the “Guns of Navarone”’ stars, 
Mrs. Gregory Peck, Mrs. 
David Niven, and Evy are all 
chums, visiting back and forth. 
And here’s a _prediction—when 
Jimmy appears on the Ed Sulli- 
van show, this fall, he’ll surprise 
the world with his marvelous 
voice. And wait till they hear 
his new record of “Man About 
Town.” (Please turn the page) 


Desi had news about him and Lucy for Mary Pickford. 


This And That: Peter Brown’s latest, is new star- 
let Joanie Sommers. Says Peter: “Joanie’s a lot of fun. 


She’s vivacious. She has freckles 
on top of her tan, and she’s so 
healthy, it’s frightening!” ! ! ! 
Desi Arnaz visited Lucille 
Ball and the children during 
the time Lucy recovered from 
her fall on the Bob Hope set of 
“Facts of Life.” No reconcili- 
ation. Just an adult regard for 
the feelings of their two chil- 
dren. . . . The death of Mrs. 
Forrest Tucker has left her 
many friends greatly saddened. 


Jane proves that it is possible. 


Hollywood: It’s so good to 
see happily-marrieds like Jane 
Withers and husband. . . . That 
final blow-up between Shelley 
Winters and Tony Franciosa 
surprised no one in Hollywood. 


re ‘ 


INSIDE 


STUFF 


continued 


Cal York’s Jottings: Cynthia Lemmon Rob- 
ertson received her divorce decree from actor Cliff Robert- 
son on their third wedding anniversary. .. . That unexpected 
visit Frank Sinatra paid to Juliet Prowse on the “G.I. 
Blues” set must have assured Frankie no definite romance 
existed between Juliet and Elvis, as rumored. The follow- 
ing day, Frankie gifted Julie with a diamond bracelet. So 
one hears. . . . Two reasons are given for Elvis not attend- 
ing his father’s secret wedding in Memphis. One is that 
Elvis objected to the wedding so soon after his mother’s 
death. The other is that Elvis felt he'd attract too much 
attention from the groom. So, you pay your money and 
take your choice. . . . The cutest romance in town is that 
of Molly Bee and Dwayne Hickman. It could be that 
Molly’s tender influence softened that feud between Dwayne 
and Tuesday Weld. 
At any rate, it seems 
to be all over. . . . The 
return of Diane Var- 
si from her Benning- 
ton, Vt., retreat caused 
more excitement than 
it’s worth, for my 
money. I never could 
see what all the Varsi 
fuss was about in the 
first place. Could 
you? ? ? ? Jimmy 
Boyd made Yvonne 
Craig his bride before 
he took off for his 
Uncle Sam duty in 
Texas. At least those 
were his plans. . 

Tab Hunter’s new TV 
sponsors are unhappy 
over that cruelty to his 
dog charge that may 
bring Tab before the 
courts. Tab’s neigh- 
bors brought the 
charge. .. . It’s another 
boy, Zoltan, for Jayne 
Mansfield and Mick- 
ey Hargitay. Hownice. 


Sinatra had to see for himselj. 


Did Dodie know about Katie when she posed with Fabe? 


Good News Department: Fabian is more and more 
intrigued with cute Katie Kelly every day it seems to me. 
And he’s also all excited over his appearance at Atlan- 
tic City’s Steel Pier over Labor Day. There’s just no stop- 
ping this Fabe Boy. But, then, who wants to? Everybody’s 
just as excited as he is! ! ! ! It will be a Christmas baby 
for Ann Blyth and her husband Dr. James McNulty. Their 
fourth child, incidentally, and the best present I know of. 


A Date With Jean Simmons: The time was set 
—luncheon at Shepperton’s studio—when sudden- 
ly the news 
broke from 
Hollywood: 
Jean Sim- 
and 
Stewart 
Granger 
were divorc- 
ing! But it 
came as no 
surprise. Theirs had been an odd and rather in- 
congruous match from the beginning, with Stewart 
years older than Jean, and so different in tempera- 
ment. Too, their careers took a topsy-turvy turn. 
Stewart was a big star in England when he married 
Jean, who was just beginning. But it was Jean who 
shot into popularity in Hollywood. One thing I did 
learn from Jean. She’s adamant about having cus- 
tody of her small daughter Tracy who is with her 
in London. I’m sure, with proper visiting rights, 
Stewart will cooperate and will offer no protests. 
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Never, never before an engagement ring so radiant, so romantic, so right for 
your love. It's part dream, part dazzle, a million lights and fires dancing in your 
honor. Truly an “Evening Star’* on leave from the heavens to light your life 
with all the excitement you've ever hoped for in a diamond. Your star awaits 
... find it at your Artcarved jeweler. And, remember, only Artcarved makes the 
genuine “Evening Star.” Look for . 

the name stamped in each ring. Ar t Cc ro | r V d 


Priced from $125 to $10,000. “EVENING STAR" ENGAGEMENT RINGS 


Beloved by brides for more than one hundred years (1850-1960) 


Accept no less than Aricarved. Only then do you receive a 
written guarantee for color, cut, clarity and carat weight plus 
the lasting reward of the exclusive Permanent Value Plan. 

S°'EVENING STAR’* DESIGN PAT. APPLIED FOR. PRICES, SUBJECT TO CHANGE WITHOUT NOTICE, 
INCLUDE FEDERAL TAX. RINGS ENLARGED TO SHOW DETAIL. COPR. 1960, 1.8. WOOD & SONS, INC, 


| J. R. Wood & Sons, Inc., Dept. P-40, 216 E. 45th St.,N. ¥.17, N.Y. 
| NEW YORK « AMSTERDAM « ANTWERP 


FREE Please send me “WEDDING GUIDE FOR BRIDE AND 
GROOM"'—a guide to wedding etiquette with valuable tips 
on ring buying. Also send name of nearest authorized 
ARTCARVED jeweler. 

Name 


Address 
City 


County or Zone State 
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eye 
make-up 
alone 
does only 
half 
the job 


gives 


your lashes 
an 


alluring 

upsweep 
that 

doubles 


the 
beauty 


of your 
present eye 
make-up 


THE ONLY EYELASH CURLER 
WITH AUTOMATIC REFILL $125 


Personal Appearance 


I am eighteen years old and I have heard 
much about Miss Tuesday Weld. She 
made a personal appearance, not too long 
ago, at Lido Faire Homes in Newark, 
California. I went to see her not really 
knowing what to expect since she seems 
to be a young lady with a dual personality. 
I am pleased to say that I saw a gracious, 
well-dressed, friendly and cooperative per- 
son. She patiently autographed each 
picture herself and answered questions 
while being interviewed. I wish success 
and happiness to a very talented and beau- 
tiful girl. 

Nancy De VALLE 
Niles, Calif. 


Excellent Article 


I wish to tell you how much I enjoyed 
the excellent article on Stephen Boyd which 
appeared in your July issue. I think Ste- 
phen is a very fine actor and is on a steady 
rise to stardom. Needless to say, I'll be 
rooting for him all the way. 

Joan PERULLO 
Brooklyn, N.Y. 


Fabulous Fabian 


Fabulous Fabian, that’s my man. 
The cutest boy in all the land. 
He’s friendly, he’s nice, he’s very cute. 
He looks just grand in a pale blue suit. 
He sings like no other singer can, 
Fabulous Fabian, that’s my man. 
He’s called “Fabulous” and I know why, 
His kind of talent you just can’t buy. 
He’s not stuck-up, he’s really grand, 
Forever I'll be his devoted fan. 
Nancy Lewis 
High Point, N.C. 


A scene from “All the Young Men” 


My Favorite Star 


Connie Stevens is one of my favorite 
stars. I loved your article in the July issue, 
“Will He Still Want to Marry Me?” 

Would you please have some more pic- 
tures and stories on Connie? 

SanprA_ LONDRE 
Racine, Wis. 


If you'll skip over to page 34. you'll find 
a story and pictures on your favorite star 
Don’t skip too fast, though, because in- 
between there are some pretty good stories, 
too.—Eb. 


Harry Called 


I wrote to my favorite singer and mevic 
star, Harry Belafonte, when he was in Los 
Angeles, and asked him to call me up. 
Much to my surprise, he did! He is one of 
the nicest people I have ever talked to and 
I want to thank him for calling me. 

LiInDA VASQUEZ 
Fontana, Calif. 


Cute and Refreshing 


What is the name of Ingemar Johansson’s 
first movie and when will it be released? 
His fans don't care if he’s heavyweight 
champ or not. He is cute and refreshing. 

ANNE TIERA 
Chicago, 


Ingemar can be seen in “All the Young 
Men” being released this September.—Ep. 


Write to Readers Inc, Photoplay, 205 E. 42nd 
St., New York 17, N. Y. We regret we cannot 
answer or return unpublished letters. To start 
fan clubs or write stars, contact their studios. 


(Please turn the page) 
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Modern women 
make sure of 
internal cleanliness 


Zonite is far more effective than 
any homemade solution for the douche— 
yet safe for delicate tissues 


When a woman has taken every other precaution to be ically made for feminine hygiene. It’s a safe antiseptic, 
dainty, she makes sure of internal cleanliness with a effective germicide, dainty deodorant all in one. Be sure 
Zonite douche. Zonite is the one effective liquid specif- of internal cleanliness. Buy Zonite today. 


Complete instructions for use in every package. 
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to-use. Glorifies your 

_shade, lights-up every strand 
beautiful color-highlights. 
dulling soap film, makes hair easier 
to manage. 12 shades stay color- 
true till your next shampoo. 35¢ 


NESTLE COLORINSE 


hair ey gives you thrilli 
NEW color. Colortint also beautif 
gray white hair... blends-in 
gray and faded streaks. Stron 
than a rinse... but not a perman 
dye. Colortint lasts through 3 
shampoos. 10 exquisite shades. 35¢ 


NESTLE COLORTINT 


continued 


Dear Fashion Editor: 


I have several dark pleated skirts left from 
past winters and I understand they are very 
fashionable this fall. Is this true, and if so 
what does one wear with them? 

Sunny Brown 
Madison, Wis. 


Yes, yes, yes! Pleated skirts are smart this 
year and lucky girl to own several! You'll 
love the fun of an overblouse and the wonder- 
ful feeling of little girl sophistication. Easy 
care, casual cut, slate blue color, and low cost 
are all plusses for this Ship ’n Shore blouse. 


Dear Fashion Editor: 


I have often read that jewelry should be a 
mark of identity and a conversation piece, too. 
My single strand of pearls is neither. What do 
you suggest? 
Jane OLcEN 
New York, N.Y. 


You’ve read right. But Coro has the answer 
in their so-called “Personality Pins,” from 
which you select your “type,” i.e. a wise old 
owl for the scholar or a poodle for the dog 
lover. Your choice of eight individual pins. 


Dear Fashion Editor: 


Although the rest of my body is in pro- 
portion, I have very large legs and therefore 
feel I look best in high heels. It is impossible 
for me to walk gracefully in sandals or sling 
backs. Are there any new shoes being sold that 
are basically high heel pumps yet not the 
plain ones I'm so bored with wearing? I 
would appreciate any information you can 
give me on this. 

Jupy Anne Moss 
Montgomery, Ala. 


Smart girl—and I hope dark stockings are 
a must for you, too. As for fashion excite- 
ment in a basic pump, look at the three we’ve 
sketched at the right. All high heeled. all 
operas, and each with individual fashion news 
in fine detail of buckles and bows. Tober- 
Saifer made them all. They're just for you. 


(Please turn the page) 
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Touches your complexion with moonlight 
Sparkles your lips with iridescent color 


A whole new concept—a makeup that lights up your complexion with the shimmering 
beauty of pearls. Puff on new glittering Pearlescent powder; instantly your com- 
plexion looks flawlessly caressed with moonlight. Touch on new creamy Pearlescent ‘ 5 
lipstick; your lips are moist with an iridescent sparkling beauty that he’s bound to © a oe 4 P 


compact makeup 


find more than a little disturbing. Find out for yourself— pearls are a girl’s best friend! ; 3 Shown: new “Think Pink” 


lipstick —one of 7 moonstruck 


colors 79¢ each 


CREATED IN PARIS,™ MADE BY BOURJOIS, U.S.A. 
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METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER nts 
AN ARTHUR FREED PRODUCTION 


are 
Ringing? 


music adapted and conducted by ANDRE PREVIN 


tries by BETTY COMDEN ond ADOLPH GREEN mesic by JULE STYNE 


“BELLS ARE RINGING” right now for you at 
your record dealer’s! 


That’s where you can hear Capitol’s 
delightful soundtrack album from the 
tuneful new Judy Holliday-Dean Martin 
movie. Time pegs the musical “one of 
the year’s liveliest and wittiest.” 


Oscar-winner Andre Previn adapted 
the songs from the hilarious stage hit 
about the romantic and electronic mis- 
adventures of a ‘phone-answer-service 
operator who has a few wires crossed. 


And Comden, Green and Styne have 
added new songs for the film to ones 
like The Party’s Over, Just in Time and 
Judy’s show-stopping I’m Going Back. 


So, pick up the album — it’s for you! 


“Readers Que. continued 


confidentially... 


= I am_ twenty-five 
years old and am _ in- 
terested in music and I 
love nature. I am also 
interested in having pen 
pals from all over the 
world. Anyone interested 
in writing to me? 

GrERON 
Markov Botsaris 15 , 
Athens, Greece 


... 1 have a fan club for Rick Nelson. 
The dues are 25¢ for lifetime membership. 
In return, you will receive a 5x7 auto- 
graphed picture of Rick, a 5x7 auto- 
graphed photo of the Nelson family, a 
membership card, one snapshot of Rick 
taken on personal appearance and also de- 
tails on how to receive a letter from Rick. 

Frank Pettis 

2361 E. Grand Blvd. 

Detroit 11, Mich. 


...1 ama boy of fifteen and have 300,000 
stamps to swap with anybody. I could 
offer stamps of the Federation of Rhodesia 
and Nyasaland as well as stamps from its 
surrounding countries. So why not write 
to me soon? 

SCHMAL 

P.O. Box 38 

Ndola Northern Rhodesia 

Africa 


... L will trade pictures and articles of all 
other movie stars for pictures and articles 
of Brad Johnson and Robert Culp. I will 
also trade LP albums of Marty Robbins, 
Eddie Cochran and Conway Twitty for LP 
albums of my favorite singer, Johnny Cash. 
Contact: 

Jupy Becker 

1524 18th Ave. 

Lewiston, Idaho 


. . » Recently I took over the Gordon Mac- 
Rae fan club and am writing you to let 
you know that if anyone is interested in 
joining a fan club for either Gordon or 
Sheila MacRae, he or she can get in touch 
with me. 

Sue Harrison 

873 East 40th St. 

Brooklyn 10, N.Y. 


... You can become a member of the Con- 
way Twitty fan club for only 35 cents. Each 
member receives a large glossy autographed 
picture, membership card and_ bulletins. 
Lee LAUDERDALE 
Route 3, Box 317 
Alexander City, Ala. 


. .. Attention Peter Lawford fans! If you 
are interested in helping me get more mem- 
bers for this fan club, please write me. Any 
suggestions for making the club stronger 
will be gratefully accepted also. 

ANITA SAUIRTZ 

28 Marine Ave., 

Brooklyn 9, N.Y. 


... 1 am nineteen years § 
old and I wonder if any 
of you Photoplay fans 
would be interested in 
corresponding with me. 
Ivy Amow 
3 Tragarete Rd. 
Port-of-Spain 


Trinidad, W.I. 


Need members for a fan club? Want a pen pal? 
Like to exchange fads? Write: Confidentially, 
Photoplay, 205 East 42nd St., New York 17, N.Y. 


WHO DO YOU WANT TO READ ABOUT? 


| want to read stories about (list movie, TV or recording stars): 


ACTOR: 1. 
3. 4. 
ACTRESS: 1. 
3. 4. 


The features | like best in this issue of PHOTOPLAY are 1. 


Address 


Stereo (SW 1435) and reg. L.P.(W 1435) Paste this ballot on a postcard and send it to Readers Poll, Box 1374, 
Grand Central Station, New York 17, N. Y. If yours is one of the first 


P 
meee = 25 ballots received each Friday from September 5 through 26, we'll send you 


22 an autographed picture of your favorite star. Just tell us who it is. 
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DEAR EDITOR: 


Please help me. My problem is, I have 
a very good figure (37”-20”"-36”) and a 
fairly pretty face and when boys ask me 
out they only try for one thing. I would 
like to know how I can show them I 
have other qualities, too. 
RACHEL 
Ala. 
Dear RACHEL: 
Your other qualities will show up as 
soon as you play down your obvious ones. 


DEAR EDITOR: 


I am fifteen years old and very much in 
love with a guy eighteen. His parents 
like me but my father doesn’t like him. 
My mother likes him. I love him and I 
want to marry him some day, but I don’t 
know what my father would do. 

J. M. Lane 

Lafayette, Ind. 
Dear J.M.: 

Is it the boy your father dislikes or the 
idea of your being so serious when you're 
still so young? I think your best bet is to 
curb that marriage talk and see how Dad 


feels in a couple of years. 


DEAR EDITOR: 


I have sort of a real personal question 
to ask. It’s this—during that week every 
month when a girl isn’t feeling well, can 
she swim and dance and go to parties? 
Betsy 
Arlington, Va. 
Dear Betsy: 

You might find it helpful to read a 
booklet which has just been published 
called “Accent on You.” You can get a 
free copy by writing to: Department 58, 
Tampax Inc., 161 East 42 St., N.Y. 1, N.Y. 


DEAR EDITOR: 


I have a six foot problem. He is really 
nice looking and I’m crazy about him, 
but how can I know if he feels the same? 
HEATHER 
Hamilton, Canada 
Dear HEATHER: 
You'll know when he asks for a date. In 
the meantime, you might show him how 
popular you are by dating other boys. 


P.S. Look for your letters here every month. 
We’re sorry we can’t answer them personally. 


ement and wedding, 

“~~~ your world is full, ohelianting. gay. To pre- 

“serve each precious moment and to sym- 
bolize your love, choose the rings that are 
meant just for you. 


‘Only a perfect diamond can reflect full 
| brilliance and beauty. This is a rare and 
radiant gem of flawless clarity, fine gem 
color and*meticulous modern cut... found 
always in the center diamond of every 
Keepsake engagement ring. 


\. You choose Keepsake with complete con- 
fidence, for the Keepsake Certificate, 
signed by Keepsake and your jeweler, gives 
written proof of perfect quality. It also gives 
protection against loss of diamonds, plus 
trade-in privilege toward alarger Keepsake. 


\ Caution: Only an authorized Keepsake 
Jeweler (listed in yellow pages) can offer 
Wkyou the guaranteed protection of Keepsake 
Diamond Rings. Choose from many lovely 
eepsake styles at prices starting at $100, 
ach with the name "Keepsake" in the ring 
and onthe tag. 


\ 
rat Guaranteed by > 


Good Housekeeping 
22748 


KEEPSAKE DIAMOND RINGS, SYRACUSE 2, N. Y. 


Please send new 16-pg. booklet on planning engagements and weddi with 
advice on wedding attire, etc.; and booklet on ring selection. Also include name 
of nearest Keepsake Jeweler and offer of beautiful “Bride's Keepsake Book" 
($5 value for $1.50). | enclose 10c. P 10-60 


Rivigs, from top to bottom: 
ENSEN ‘Ring $500. Wed- 
ding -Ring 125—HEATHER 
Ring $350. Also 100 to 2475. 
Wedding Ring 12.50—KEN- 
NAN ‘Ring .$150. Wedding 


Ring 75, Alll rings available in Name 
yellow or white gold. Prices 
include Federal tax. Address. 
2 enlarged to show details. a 
‘®Trade-Mark registered,.-—-— City__t Co. State 


A. H, POND CO., Ing pRODUCERS OF KEEPSAKE AND STARFIRE DIAMOND RINGS 
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shui poo: 


hairdo shaped by Enrico Caruso 


Liz 
leaving Eddie? 


continued 


"I was on the beach near where Liz 
Taylor was picnicking withher boys," 
said a woman who had worked with her 
on "Butterfield 8" in New York. "And 
another of those things happened that 


. 
5 


make you simply sick. It seems so un- 
fair when people attack her through 
the children. Which is exactly what 
had happened that day on the beach. 

"It was an exceptionally hot day, 


and Liz had taken Mike and Chris out 
of the city to the beach. After a 
while she evidently felt they were 
getting too much sun because she 
spread a blanket (Please turn the page) 
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Liz 
leaving Eddie? 


continued 


in a spot of shade formed by their 
picnic table. She got down on her 
knees, fixed the blanket just so and 
fussed a bit to make it comfortable. 


"As she did, a voice came clear as 
a bell—you know the way voices, es- 
pecially women's, carry on the 
beach. makes me tired, ' the voice 


said, 'the way that Liz Taylor emotes 


* 


all over the place with her children. 
It's corny—if she really loved them 
she'd stick with one husband long 
enough to give them a steady home. 
What happens to those poor kids again 
—now that she's leaving Eddie?' 
"I could feel the stab as if I were 
Liz herself," said the woman. "Liz 
must have heard it, but she didn't 
budge, she stayed 
where she was on 
her knees. But she 
looked over at her 
boys. I imagine she 
was trying to see 
if they'd heard, 
too. But how could 
you tell for sure? 
"Then the little 
one, Chris, came 
running and she got 
up off her knees. 
When he was as close 
to her as he could 
get, her arm went 
around him and she 
talked to him soft- 
ly. Whatever it 
was, he didn't an- 
swer, he kept his 
eyes down and away 
fromher, his mouth 
pressed tight and 
unhappy. I had a 


feeling he'd heard every word, but 
he'd die before he let on. 

"Liz sat down on her beach chair 
and lifted Chris onto her lap. She 
took his little face in her hands, 
and the way she talked, right into 
his eyes, she must have been trying 
to reassure him. By now Mike Jr. had 
joined them and was standing withhis 
hand on his mother's shoulder, lis- 
tening. Naturally, I couldn't hear 
and wouldn't want to, but I could 
guess. Can you imagine a mother try- 
ing to tell a five and a seven-year- 
old, ‘Don't you boys worry over a 
thing people say about Mommy and Ed- 
die, because it isn't so. People like 
to make up stories—you know, the 
way we make up stories at bedtime?' 

"Finally Liz coaxed them into ly- 
ing down on the blanket, and they 
closed their eyes. She squatted down 
by them for a few minutes, gently 
stroking the hair away from their 
faces. Then she gave each of them one 
of those now-go-to-sleep-because- 
everything's-fine kisses. After 
that she went back to her chair and 
sat alone, staring out at the water, 
right over the heads of all those 
hundreds of people, and she didn't 
seem to see a thing." 

Liz is aware that many rumors get 
to her children's (Continued on page 78) 
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I was face to face with 
Elvis himself, being intro- 
duced to him. I never 
dreamed it could happen to 
me! He was smiling and 
saying, “I’m sure glad to 
meet you, Judy.” And I 
couldn’t think of a thing to 
say! I was beet red! And 
do (Continued on page 82) 


by JUDY FOWLER 


as told to NANCY ANDERSON 
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El kidded 


a mean 3 my head.).. 


gee, how I hate to lea 


Hmmm, he is 


his picture 


: 
seem to matter thi 
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| av that they wed. (Continued on page 70) 


Connie Stevens: 


how can tell really 


“l never really meant to fall in love with John Ashley,” 
Connie Stevens said. “He was just a friend, a date. Oh, he was fun and | 
absolutely loved being with him. But falling in love? That | never dreamed 
of. | was in love already! With a wonderful fellow whose name is Gary Clarke. 
And you just can’t be in love with two 
boys at the very same time — well, not 


‘ 
5, 
really in love, anyway. Or — or can you? 
+ 
om 
q 
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Connie Stevens 
continued 


when Gary and are together, 


She doubled two small fists under her chin and just sat thinking real hard. 
“!’m not exactly sure what ‘really in love’ means,” she then admitted. 
“How can you tell? If it’s that goose-bump feeling because someone special 
is near, then I’ve got it. If it’s wanting to laugh and cry for joy at the same time 
while John’s holding my hand—I've got that, too. But | don’t understand how 
it can happen to me? Not after three years of being in love with Gary and 
still feeling he is one of the most precious things in my life. (Please turn the page) 
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Connie Stevens 


continued 


I see John and 
heart 


Even if | don’t understand it,” she said, “I! can tell you what 
happened. John and Gary and | were part of the young-no- 
where-yet set. We all palled together and had wonderful fun 
parties and generally clowned around while working hard for 
our big breaks. When | got mine, | had to go to a lot of fancier 
parties and places. By then, | was Gary’s girl, and he’d go to 
them with me when he could. But when he was working and 
couldn't, he didn’t mind if someone else took me. We had that 
kind of an understanding, we knew each other's problems, we 
didn’t make a big thing of my inviting another boy to take me 
to someplace important. Just so he was a good friend—like 
Edd Byrnes, Mark Damon, Kenny Miller, Troy Donahue. 

“| had never asked John to be my escort, though I’d known 
him so long. No reason, it just happened that way. But one 
day | did ask, and he said Yes. When he came to pick me up, 
he looked handsome in a tuxedo. | liked his nice way of help- 
ing me into the car, | liked a lot of his (Continued on page 91) 
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she’d heard of Ali Khan’s tragic death 


that the jinx was on... 


something 


terrible’s going 


to happen 
to me - again 
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WILL 


onnie Francis sat at the 


kitchen table, sipping coffee, 

eating cake and _ leisurely 
thumbing through the paper, while 
her mother made dinner. She stopped 
at the Society page and_ stared 
thoughtfully. One face seemed espe- 
cially familiar. Sure enough, it was 
her old Junior High School friend, 
Linda Simon. “Hey, Mom!” Connie 
exclaimed excitedly. “Guess what? 
Linda Simon is engaged.” Mrs. Fran- 
conero turned from the stove. “How 
nice, Dear,” she said. “To whom?” 


n Engineer,” Connie 

said. “From Newark.” 

And she smiled softly 
to herself as she remembered how 
she and Linda used to sit at this 
same table in Connie’s old house in 
Newark and drink soda pop as they 
sighed over that cute boy who sat in 
front of them in Math class, or gig- 
gled as they mapped out their strategy 
to snare him. Connie laughed to her- 
self remembering it all so clearly. 


he fumbled in a drawer in 
the table, found a pair of 
scissors and carefully cut 
out the story and photo. The clipping 
would have to go into her Memory 
Drawer. She pushed back her chair, 
got up and (Continued on page 87) 


by ROSE PERLBERG 
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he meeting was called for Saturday after- 

noon at two in a New York City auditorium, 
but panel members were urged, by us, to arrive 
ahead of time “to have a group picture taken.” 
(See pic left.) So they gathered outside on the 
fire escape: Annette, Kookie, Frankie Avalon, 
Pat Boone, Paul Anka and Bob Denver. Then 
went inside to meet some of the high school 
guests and wait around for chairman Pat Boone 
to open the meeting. The subject? A loaded one 
—-strictly from the male point of view: What do 
girls do that bugs boys most? Defending girls 
was Annette who, right (Please turn the page) 


Pat Boone calls 


the panel to order 
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Pat listens to a girl complain: “Why not 


talk about all the things boys do wrong!” 


from the beginning, showed she wasn’t letting the guys run 
away unfairly with the subject! Surprisingly, the fellows 
came prepared—with not only notes but with notebooks 
filled. And there was no kidding around. They took their 
responsibility seriously. Bob Denver and Pat even worked 


y N 
Bob, Kookie and Pat sum 


discussion up for guests 


through the two intermissions! For the panel’s final report 
on the things girls do that bug boys most, turn to page 65. 


Anita ant stays neutra 
¥ 
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Intermission: Bobby Darin gets a chance 


to offer some advice. Annette and Frankie 


then went outside “to clear our heads” 


Later, everybody went 


for a soda “on Annette” 


by JUDI HOLTZER 


Vy Damone leaned dejectedly against the 

wall of his living room and began toying 
with the empty coffee cup im his hands. 
“Might have been. . . . Those are the saddest 
words I ever heard,” he said. “It describes 
something that’s over; something that can 


never be again.” He looked down at the 
floor. “My marriage was like that. It might 
have been the most beautiful thing in the 
world. That’s the way it started. . . . 
“Anna (Pier Angeli) was.the most beau- 


tiful woman I'd (Continued on page 68) 
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looks at his son, 


_ he remembers 


ave been... 


h t The telephone rang and Dianne was 
Wiha sure it must be for her. Dick had 


' always been one for calling 
they Te many times a day, and now 


with the wedding approaching. . . . 


S aying But Mrs. Lennon was the one 


who got to the phone first and 


a b out answered. And it wasn’t 


Dick. It was a woman’s 


voice. Though Dianne 


Dianne couldn’t make out the 


words, she saw her mother’s 
Lennon: face, frowning a little as if she 


were concentrating on a difficult 


question. She heard her mother answer: 
“Why, certainly, there’s going to be a 

the wedding.” That question! There must 
have been fifty calls 


: lately with that ques- 

We | tion. Why would any- 
body ask such a 

question? Who could 

be spreading rumors that she 
WI and Dick weren’t going to be married? 


Why would anybody want to do 


such a thing? 
never She felt odd as she walked to a 


corner of the living room where 


Kathy was sitting deep in her own 
thoughts, a magazine closed on her 
lap. Dianne didn’t disturb Kathy 


—when a big family lives 


Ah] in a little house, you learn 
f ace not to get into each 


(Continued on page 76) 


isturb her. 


but knew she shouldn't d 


by RUTH BRITTEN 
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ing on her hand 


ianne sat there with her chin rest 
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Edd Byrnes heard 
high- pitched 
and then 


mean and nasty, like 
dull but deadly 
knife: “Kookie, we’re 
mash your 


face—so even your 


own mother 


know you!” heard 
everything: the 
man’s words, the 
and then 


(Continued on page 74) 
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a QUIET 


afternoon with 
Janet and Tony 


“A swimming pool?” Janet asked. “When we 
don’t have any living-room furniture?” Tony 
just nodded and looked around the living room 
in their new Palm Springs home. “It'll give you 
a rest,” he’d said. “We'll live outdoors around 
the pool, no cooking, cold food and paper 
plates. And I’ll keep an eye on the kids.” 
Janet closed her eyes and saw herself, deeply 
tanned, relaxing on a float, listening to Tony 
teaching Kelly to swim. “Humm,” she said. 
“And I'll do the barbecuing,” Tony interrupted 
her dreaming. “Heavenly, Tony,” she said, 
succumbing. “Who needs furniture when one 
can get peace and quiet?” So Tony bought 

a pool. And did Janet live quietly ever after? 
Janet asks you to please turn the page. .. . 
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whose idea of a quiet afternoon? 


I only have two hands 


continued 


Janet, ’'m 
slaving over a 
hot barbecue... 


Tony, who is he? 
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Daddy, you gotta 
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COVERALL LOOK 


MODIFIED 
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PRINT SUIT 


A SEWING FASHION FEATURE 


COVERALL LOOK 


MODIFIED 
TRENCH COAT 


COVERUP BLOUSE 


BELTED JUMPER 
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LET CARY SHOW YOU 


See the pictures on the other page? That’s me, Madlyn Rhue. You might 
have seen me in “Operation Petticoat,” that is, if you weren’t always 
looking at Cary Grant. But the top picture is the way I looked before 
I met Cary; the bottom is the way I looked after Cary taught me how 
to make the most of myself. What he showed me, because it helped me 
so much, I'd like to pass on to you. Cary says any girl can be more 
beautiful and I believe it because it happened to me and it can happen = * 


to you, also. Turn the page and I'll tell you how it all began... . 
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I worried myself sick that my figure 
was too sexy and so I wore 

bulky shirts like the one in this 
photograph and high necks. When 
I got dressed up, I'd dress too severely 
for my age—you know, plain 
black sheath dresses. Cary told 

me, “That dark eye makeup makes 
you look older and it makes your 
eyes recede. Experiment with make- 
up, see yourself.” I discovered the 
effect should be natural-looking. 

In the film I wore a lighter lipstick, 
and I liked it better than my dark 
shade so I wear it all the time now. 


4 


A VT 


Incidentally, this is a retouched 
photograph of me. I now keep my 
eyebrows natural, wear a light lip- 
stick, and one line on my eyes—that’s 
all. I wear my hair long but short 
on top so when it’s curled it gives me 
height—which I need. Cary 

says a woman should strive to make 
herself look soft and feminine. He felt 
my old look was “hard.” I now mini- 
mize my lips by not making them so 
full when I apply lipstick and to get a 
neat line I use a lipstick brush and 
always blot my lips carefully. My 
aim: to always look alive and natural. 
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Kotex is softness. 


Kotex napkins now have a new covering... soft and 
gentle yet wonderfully strong. And new Kotex napkins 
are the ultimate in security, too... the Kimion center 
protects you better, longer. 


For your leisure hours, send for the Parisian- 
style robe pictured above. It’s fashioned from 
fluffy-white cotton terry cloth in the marvelous 
French manner ...so luxurious for lounging, 
after bathing or just any time. 


' 
KOTEX and KIMLON are trademarks of Kimberly-Clark Corporation | 


Send for this soft, luxurious terry cloth robe 
only $4.75 with Kotex napkins, $8.75 retail value 
Robe, Box 5670, St. Paul 4, Minn. 


Please send me ( terry cloth robes. For each robe | 
enclose the opening flap from a package of Kotex napkins 
and a check or money order in the amount of $4.75 pay- 
able to ‘Gertrude Davenport Inc."’ 


One size only—fits everyone beautifully. 
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City Zone___State 
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I'd had a screen test. 
And now I was sitting 
in producer Bob 
Arthur’s outer office 
trying to look very 
poised and calm and 
not like a girl waiting 
to hear what happened. 
Do you know how it 
feels? You think of all 
the years you worked 
scrubbing ladies’ wash- 
rooms and working on 
lights and painted 
scenery just to get a 
chance to act. And the 
dozens and dozens of 
tryouts and the dozens 


and (Continued on page 72) 


How do you rate? 


Do you really believe 

you could never be beau- 
tiful and don’t really try 
hard to be so? 


Do you find that you get 
bored easily . . . with 
people, parties, yourself? 


Do you feel you are not 
observant? (Can you close 
your eyes and describe in 
detail your favorite friend, 
your living room, what 
books are on your shelf?) 


Do you feel afraid to ex- 
press your own opinions? 


Do you sometimes find you 
have nothing to talk about? 


Have you done less than 
two of these during the past 
month: Made a list of 
books to read, places you 
want to see, courses at the 
Y.W.C.A. you want to take, 
tried one new foreign 

dish, stuck to your 

daily exercises, done one 
thing you're scared to do, 
like make a speech? 


Score: 


Do you believe everybody's 
looking critically at you 
when you walk into a room? 


Do you invite the 

same people to your parties 
or to lunch every day, 
because you're shy about 
meeting new people? 


Do you go through life 
not knowing what image 
you create because you're 
afraid to find out what 
impression you make on 
others? 


Do you use your hands too 
much rather than using 
your mouth or eyes to 
express your feelings? 


Do you lack faith 
in yourself and believe 
you can never be gracious? 


Do you find yourself forget- 
ting names of guests intro- 
duced to you at parties? 


Do you honestly get a joy 
out of living and do you 
know how to show it? 


Do you feel that you are 
interested in other people 
more than in yourself? 


If you score 8 or more “yes” answers, your per- 
sonality needs bolstering—read the article again. 
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NORTHAM WARREN, NEW YORK 
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PS. He was glad he waited...she looked so delicious in“Sugar 
Plum,” one of the newest fashion-fresh colors by Cutex® in 
long-lasting Sheer Lanolin and creamy new Delicate lipsticks! 
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the things girls do that bug boys most 


(Guilty? Then tryto improve. Mark weekly progress here) 


are you the girl 


the boys were talking about? 


WEEK 


WEEKS 


WEEKS 


WEEKS 


whispers and gossips about me among her friends 


talks about her vacation or things | can’t share, don’t know about 


doesn’t help me carry the ball when | first meet her parents 


gives me an expensive birthday present when | didn’t remember hers 


plays up to me, then acts insulted when | ask for a goodnight kiss 


rates big spenders and flashy cars above judging me for myself 


can’t talk about things that interest me—music, cars, politics 


smokes on the street, talks loudly, puts on lipstick in public 


beats me at a sport, though | don’t mind losing a mental game 


doesn’t realize I’ve family obligations and can’t always be with her 


talks disrespectfully about her parents to me or to her friends 


gets silly crushes on older men or record stars 


talks to her girlfriend in the movies or while I’m watching TV 


wears too tight or short clothes, constantly adjusts her bathing suit 


uses me as a stepping stone to bigger, better dates 


walks around with her hair set, cracks gum, embarrasses me 


puts on airs and acts like she was Miss Glamor 


lets a guy call her and leads him on when she doesn’t like him 


(cut out and post in private place) 
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Deb 


orah had waited so long for this day. When it came, finally, it was bright and sunny, perfect for a wedding. 


DEBORAH KERR’S 


Wedding 


~ 
« 


Peter helps his lady step down from 
the carriage. Deborah’s slippers and 
hat were pink to match her Givenchy 
gown. The driver clearly approves. 


ot 


KLOsTERS, SWITZERLAND—After the 
turmoil of both their bitter divorces, 
Deborah Kerr and writer Peter 
Viertel at last had their wedding. 
Blue skies held only one cloud: her 
little girls could not leave England, 
7 even for their “most wonderful and 
beautiful mother in the world,” 
while in their father’s custody. Only 
Peter’s own young Christine rode in 
the carriage. So these pictures are 


for Deborah’s Melanie and Fran- This wedding gift delights the 


couple. Peter was also pleased 
that both his mother and his 
daughter were at the wedding. 


cesca .. . their mother lovely in her 
bridal suit of pink Swiss embroidery 
. . . radiant with her new husband 
. .. beamed upon by the driver with 
his quaint smock and flowered hat 
... smiling with her friends, at the 
small wedding reception that the 
best man, novelist Irwin Shaw, and 


his wife gave for them. Then, in- At the wedding reception, the 


bride greets the newly-wed Yul 
Brynners as Mel Ferrer looks on. 
Mel had to leave Audrey Hep- 
burn home with the new baby. 


stead of going away, they went to 


their own chalet for a honeymoon. 


we 
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THE WOMAN HE 
LOVED 


Continued from page 48 


ever seen, so different from any of the 
girls I'd ever known. We had met in Ger- 
many when I was in the Army and she 
was making a picture there and we dated 
immediately. But it took me two years un- 
til I was earning enough so I could ask her 
to marry me and share my life. I wouldn’t 
have waited two years, but I was as good 
as dead in show business when I got out 
of the Army. Completely forgotten. I had 
to start, again, from scratch.” 

Pier, whom he called Anna, and Vic 
were married November 24, 1954, in St. 
Timothy’s Church in Hollywood. She was 
twenty-two, he was twenty-six. After the 
honeymoon, they went to live in a little 
rented house. 

“When we were first married,’ Vic went 
on, “I knew I had found a wonderful wife. 
But after two or three years, I realized 
that I had found the greatest thing in the 
world. If only it could have continued that 
way. . . .” he sighed as though asking 
himself what brought about the sudden 
change? What made a perfect marriage 
end? He'd once said of his divorce, “No- 
body knows what a raw deal I got.” Now, 
for the first time, he seemed willing—al- 
most compelled—to try to talk about it. 
And maybe to get the memories out of his 
heart where they were hurting him so. 

“I hardly know how to say this,” he 
began, “but—I was so happy with Anna 
that I was afraid! I used to think, maybe 
I don’t deserve this much from life and 
it'll be taken away from me. I never went 
away on a trip without being afraid some- 
thing might break it up for me—the house 
might burn down while I was gone, or the 
plane would crash and kill me. Every 
chance I got, I'd rush to a phone and call 
her long distance so I could hear her voice 
saying ‘I love you.’ Eight, nine calls a day 
I'd make, they were my lifeline between 
her and me. I had to know she was still 
there, safe. I had to hear her tell me every- 
thing was all right.” 


Then came trouble 


Then the trouble began. Mrs. Pierangeli, 
Pier’s mother, decided, it seemed, that Vic 
was not a suitable husband for her daugh- 
ter. “He’s just a night club singer,’ she 
kept saying. 

“But it didn’t stop there,” Vic said, and 
suddenly he was silent. He didn’t want to 
go on, it was too bad a time to bring back, 
even with words. But finally he began 
again wearily. “Day after day, she bom- 
barded Anna with reasons why I was no 
good for her. I began to see that I was a 
nobody from Brooklyn married to a mil- 
lion dollar star. I couldn’t miss the point, 
with Anna’s mother keeping at her with 
the criticisms—I was a nothing .. . I had 
no real talent . . . I traveled too much to 
be a good husband .. .” 

And then, when they should have been 
the happiest, when they should have felt 
closest, then came the real showdown. It 
was the day Anna came home from the 
doctor with the wonderful news that she 
was going to have a baby. Vic was thrilled 
and proud that his wife was going to give 
him a child of their love. But Mrs. Pier- 
angeli was furious. 

Vic looked up, his bewildered eyes re- 
vealing, again, the hurt of that clash more 
than five years ago. “She accused me of 
planning the baby to deliberately inter- 
fere with Anna’s career. It wasn’t true. I 


never asked Anna to stop making movies, 
I was never jealous of her success. But I 
lost my head—I got as hotheaded as Mrs. 
Pierangeli, and we both said things we 
shouldn’t have. I—I asked her to leave my 
house.” 

And then the worst clash of all brought 
everything to a boiling point. It happened 
the day Perry was born. For Anna, the 
labor had become agonizing and dangerous 
as aftermath to a plane injury during her 
pregnancy. The doctor came out to ask 
Vic’s permission to perform a Caesarean. 
Her mother cried out, “No, I don’t give 
you permission. You have no right!” 

“Dear God, Mama,” Vic pleaded, “do 
you want Anna to die?” 

But the distracted mother kept sobbing 
out her refusals. Finally, the doctor said 
softly, “I’m sorry, Mrs. Pierangeli, but it’s 
the husband’s right to decide a thing like 
this. Don’t worry, she'll be all right.” 

And she was. But nothing was ever 
right again between Vic and his mother- 
in-law. 

He sank into a chair, his shoulders 
drooping. “I loved Anna so much,” he mur- 
mured. “But I guess she didn’t care any 
more.” He sat looking down at his hands 
lying idle in his lap, and remembered .. . 

It was the night before he was to leave 
for Europe on a six-week singing engage- 
ment. Pier told him that she had asked 
her drama coach to have dinner with them. 
Vic was disappointed. He wanted to be 
alone with her on their very last evening 
together for a month and a half. “I just 
wanted to have a few hours alone with 
Anna. I wanted to say goodbye and tell 
her how much I’d miss her,” he explained. 
But Pier refused to cancel the dinner 
appointment. 


SAVE WITH U. S. SAVINGS BONDS 


HELP STRENGTHEN AMERICA'S 
PEACE POWER 


334% Interest 
on New U. S. Savings 
Bonds now in effect 


and the Bonds you already own are better 
than ever, too! 


“At least we'll have a little time to- 
gether after she leaves,” Vic had thought. 
But then they decided that this all-impor- 
tant evening was the perfect time for Pier 
to rehearse her part for next week’s tele- 
vision play. They asked Vic if he wouldn’t 
stay in the room while they rehearsed. 
Pier then worked herself to the point of 
exhaustion. When, in the wee hours of the 
morning they finished, Vic found Pier 
fast asleep on the sofa. “I was determined 
not to leave without spending some time 
with my wife,” he recalled. “I made dozens 
of frantic phone calls to the airlines until, 
in the middle of the night, I finally ar- 
ranged to leave one day later. Tonight, I 
thought, we’ll be alone. 

“But the next night was spent exactly 
like the one before. I sat alone in front of 
the television set. The next morning I was 
on the plane. The beautiful evening I had 
planned and hoped for was just a dream.” 


The hurt could not be healed 


It wasn’t too long after that the mar- 
riage completely disintegrated. Pier and 
Vic separated and, when Pier tried to run 
away with their little boy Perry to Italy, 
Vic got a court order to bring them back. 
Photographs of the three of them were 


plastered all over the front pages of news- 
papers across the country. The private 
lives of Vic Damone and Pier Angeli were 
no longer private. 

And yet, in the midst of the furor, they 
decided to try again. Vic still loved his 
wife and he couldn’t bear being separated 
from his son. But, if anything, the recon- 
ciliation only proved that the hurt could 
not be healed, the lies could not be erased, 
the marriage could not survive. The ac- 
cusations began again. 

“Bring these people to me,” Vic pleaded 
with Pier. “Let them accuse me to my 
face. Then I can defend myself.” But Pier 
would not do this. 

“They’re my friends,” she said. “I won’t 
put them on the spot.” 

“But I’m your husband,” Vic protested. 
“I'm the one who’s on the spot and you 
won't let me do anything about it.” 

The final split happened early last year. 
Vic told the story with agony in his voice. 
“We had a fight and Anna started to run 
out of the room. I only wanted to stop her, 
make her listen to me and understand me,” 
he pleaded. “So I grabbed her robe at the 
shoulder and she screamed and ran to her 
room.” 

And that was how it ended. The final 
divorce was granted, ironically enough, on 
Christmas Eve, 1959. 

Vic got up from his chair and walked 
across the room to the telephone. He was 
about to dial a number when he paused 
and asked, “Can you imagine what it’s like 
to know that you can only talk to your 
son between the hours of five and six 
o'clock every evening? And how it feels 
to be able to visit your child only on 
weekends? How am I ever going to forget 
how it was when I was with him just a 
couple of nights ago... .” 

Vic had knocked at the door of the 
Pierangeli home. “Please,” he silently 
prayed, “let this visit be better than the 
last one. Let me have some time alone 
with my son and please don’t let me 
frighten him.” 

Mrs. Pierangeli had opened the door and 
coldly asked him to come in. She walked 
into the living room and sat down on a 
chair, remaining until Vic left. Perry was 
already seated on the sofa. He didn’t run 
to his father and jump in his arms the way 
most little boys would. He sat quietly 
until Vic came to him. Maybe it was be- 
cause his grandmother was sitting there. 

The father kissed his son gently. “How 
are you?” Vic asked. “Were you a good boy 
today? What did you do? Where did you 
go? Who did you talk to? Did you find a 
little boy to play with?” 

Perry looked alarmed. The intense look 
on Vic’s face, the almost demanding ques- 
tions frightened the boy. “Oh no,” Vic 
groaned inwardly as he saw Perry tighten 
up, “I’m doing it again. I’m frightening 
my son away from me. But I don’t mean 
to, I want so much to be a part of his life 
that I make it too hard for him.” 

Perry tried to answer the questions, but 
it was difficult for a not-quite-five-year- 
old boy to tell everything that happened 
in a day. And it was hard on Vic, too. He 
kept seeing a little boy rushing to welcome 
him home every evening, romping in the 
grass with him. 

“That’s how it might have been,” Vic 
kept thinking. “That’s how I wanted it to 
be.” Perry was too quiet, too reserved. He 
had no friends his own age. He had no 
man to look up to, to admire and imitate. 
He wasn’t being raised the way a boy 
should be. 


love you, Daddy’’ 


Perry took Vic’s face in his two little 
hands and spoke solemnly and lovingly 
to his father. “I love you. Daddy,” he said. 
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But Vic couldn’t help feeling that it was a 
love that might die if they were separated 
too long. He recalled, with dread, that 
Perry was leaving in a few weeks to join 
Pier in Europe, where she was working on 
a new movie. The boy couldn’t be away 
for more than nine months—that was a 
court decision when the divorce was 
granted. But nine months is a long time 
for a child. 

“Long enough to forget,’ Vic thought, 
and his heart felt as if it would break. 
“Tll see Perry in Europe,” he swore, “but 
how can I possibly be there every week- 
end, or even every month?” 

Soon, it was time for Perry to go to 
bed. Vic kissed his son goodnight and 
walked away. When he reached the door 
of his car, he heard a voice crying, “Daddy, 
Daddy.” He turned, and saw Perry run- 
ning to him. He was alone and they were 
alone for the first time. 

“I just wanted to say goodbye again,” 
the little boy said, and was that a tear 
creeping down his cheek? Vic grabbed his 
boy up in his arms, hugged him and kissed 
him as if he could never stop. Then they 
both saw the grandmother at the door, 
saying nothing, only waiting. 

Vic set his son down again. Perry slowly 
walked back to the house and his father 
went back to his car. He felt completely 
defeated. His shoulders drooped; his eyes 
were bleak; he walked as though one rope 
were tied to him and another dragging 
him away. 

“Why does it have to be this way?” he 
asked desperately. “T shouldn’t have to 
leave him. He’s part of me—but he’s being 
cut away . like | an arm or leg, only 
worse, much worse.” And he drove away. 

The next day, he called his son at five. 
“Perry told me he’s leaving for Europe 
next week,” he said, now, and put his 
hands over his eyes. When he took them 
away, again, he had himself under control. 
He tried to sound conversational. 

“Did I tell you I just made a new kind 
of movie? Well, it’s new for me. It’s ‘Hell 
to Eternity,’ and I don’t sing at all—I act.” 

But the next second he was leaning for- 
ward in his chair, a bundle of intensity. 
“T just had to do it well,” he said almost 
desperately. “I’ve got to let Anna see that 
I have got talent, I’m not the nobody they 
talked her into thinking I am.” 

And then he said something else. He 
said, “I just have to get married again. 
I want a wife and children and a home. I 
wish it could have been that way the first 
time.” The defeated look was on his face, 
again. “I don’t know what’s going to hap- 
pen with my son. I only hope I don’t lose 
him completely. And Anna? How can I 
say I really love her any more, after all 
that’s happened? But I love the memory 
of her. I'll never forget her. Even if I 
marry again, I'll never be able to forget 
how it might have been... . 


Does a man ever forget? 


Editor’s note: A week later, word came 


from Rome: Pier Angeli was engaged to 
marry a handsome young Italian actor- 
singer, Maurizio Arena. 

Swift on its heels came another piece of 
news. That Vic Damone would fly over to 
meet Pier on the island of Ischia. He was 
going, so he said, because of Perry’s fifth 
birthday. The boy certainly would be 
happier if he could celebrate it with two 
parents, instead of one. 

But, then, he admitted he would talk to 
Anna; he would talk—if Anna would lis- 
ten—about the chances of a reconciliation 
before it was too late. 


Can it be that a man never does forget | 
THE 


the woman he loved? 


SEE VIC DAMONE IN “HELL TO ETERNITY” FOR 
ALLIED ARTISTS. HE SINGS ON COL. LABEL. 


Only 20 minutes more than last night’s pin-up. . . 


wake 
with a 


Only new Bobbi waves while you sleep... 
brushes into a softly feminine, lasting hairstyle! 


If you can put up your hair in 
pin curls, you can give yourself a 
Bobbi—the easy pin curl perma- 
nent. It takes only twenty minutes 
more than a setting! Then, the 
wave ‘“‘takes” while you sleep be- 
cause Bobbi is self-neutralizing. 
| In the morning you wake up with 
| a permanent that brushes into a 
soft, finished hairstyle with the last- 
ing body only a permanent gives. 
Complete kit, $2.00. Refill, $1.50. 


Guaranteed by > 
‘Good Houschooping 
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MARILYN MONROE 


Continued from page 32 


It was an open-eyed, baby-faced, quiv- 
ering lips expression, somehow coolly in- 
nocent and breathlessly sexy at the same 
time. As Marilyn, in her form-fitting 
beige halter-neck dress of clinging jersey, 
cut low in front and back, with a match- 
ing chiffon skirt, leaned forward and 
looked at Yves, the crowd at the cocktail 
party gasped. 

Yves shifted his body nervously, all six- 
feet, 190 pounds of him, but he could not 
take his eyes off Marilyn. 

Only two people in the crowded room, 
it seemed to me, appeared unaware of what 
was going on. Arthur Miller was lost in 
his own thoughts. Simone Signoret, Yves’ 
wife, chatted away briskly in French, her 
back to her husband and to Marilyn. 

The contrast between the two women 
couldn’t have been stronger: Simone, 
sophisticated and mature, was dressed in 
a severe high-necked gown, and wore a 
chic fur hat on her head, and had only 
the faintest touch of eye makeup on her 
face; Marilyn was a study in sultriness— 
the helpless and bewildered quality of 
her little-girl face conflicting sharply with 
the bare-legged, exposed fullness of her 
seductive figure. 


Their statements 


Shortly after this party, Marilyn and 
Yves made separate statements about each 
other to the press. Both chose their words 
carefully, but in each instance they re- 
vealed more than they realized. 

“I like him,” Marilyn said, in that breath- 
less way of hers that made the simple 
word “like” sound as if she’d said “adore” 
or “love.” Then she continued, qualifying 
her feelings but exposing them at the 
same time, “Next to my husband, and 
along with Marlon Brando, Yves is the 
most attractive man I’ve ever met.” 

And Yves, wrestling with the English 
language and his own excitement, said of 
Marilyn, “Everything she do is original, 
even just standing and talking to you. She 
is so rich in her heart that you receive a 
beeng-beeng in your heart—and for me 
that is more important than anything.” 

Once the filming of “Let’s Make Love” 
got underway, Marilyn made it clear to 
those associated with her that the rug- 
gedly charming actor swept into her life 
as her “dream man,” establishing himself 
as her Prince Charming overnight. 

Her eyes sparkled with warmth in his 
presence. ... Her sensuous mouth dropped 
open in breath-taking awe on several oc- 
casions when he would enter the sound 
stage at 20th Century-Fox. .. . Her per- 
sonality was at its best when he was near. 

It was as if Marilyn Monroe was torn 
between another world—the world of a 
knight in shining armor and reality. The 
reality was that she is the devoted wife 
of Arthur Miller and Montand belongs to 
someone else, too, French actress Simone 
Signoret. Although Marilyn and Yves 
frequently acted like a couple of lovesick 
teenagers around the studio, there was 
nothing to indicate conclusively that their 
relationship reached a serious romantic 
level. As one member of the crew put it— 
“strictly a platonic arrangement.” 

Yet, their actions on and off camera 
around the studio led some to believe that 
Marilyn had fallen head over heels in love 
with Montand. It was Marilyn (and 
ironically Miller) who had to persuade 
the studio execs to accept Montand for 
the role. After all, he’s virtually an un- 
known (or was) in this country. How- 


ever, the studio tried to deny it was Mari- 
lyn who put on the pressure to get them 
to accept Montand. Their version is that 
Producer Jerry Wald saw Yves on the 
Dinah Shore TV show, and mentioned 
him to Marilyn as a possible leading man. 
Still, several weeks before that, both 
Marilyn and Arthur had attended the 
opening of Yves’ one-man show at the 
Huntington Hartford Theater in Holly- 
wood. And they were quite familiar with 
his talents, since Montand starred together 
with Simone in the stage production of 
“Les Sorcieres de Salem,” the French 
version of Miller’s “The Crucible.” So it 
was no wonder that the Millers joined 
— in a small celebration after the 
show. 


Hollywood knows Marilyn 


Surprisingly, the warmth between Mari- 
lyn and Yves didn’t really develop until 
midway during the filming. She was par- 
ticularly moody at first. As Hollywood 
knows, her personality can be turned off 
and on as fast as turning off the cold 
water and turning on the hot. Some of 
her crew members and fellow performers 
swore she’d go out of her way to make 
their lives miserable. Often, she’d have 
an 8 o'clock call and she and her black 
Cadillac didn’t wind their way into the 
lot until noon. On another occasion she 
didn’t show up at all, keeping the whole 
company waiting. The next day she claimed 
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she had been ill and was at her doc- 
tor’s office. However, a simple telephone 
call from her, explaining her woes, could 
have saved the studio a pile of money in 
overtime. On still another occasion she 
showed her MM spunk by making the 
studio call back advertising posters be- 
cause she didn’t like the photograph of 
her that was on the ads. Yet, she had 
approved it previously. And one member 
of the studio staff can thank the loss of 
his job to Marilyn. He accidentally let a 
magazine have a photograph of the actress 
that hadn’t been okayed by her. One per- 
son I talked to maintained that, just to 
get even, she automatically rejected all 
of the photographs taken during the first 
few weeks of shooting, but this could be 
just talk. 

For there is definitely a good side to 
Marilyn, and it finally revealed itself. 
Many observers give Yves Montand the 
credit for this. A big change came over 
Marilyn. She almost was like another per- 
son. She amazed the company by starting 
to report to work on time, joked with crew 
members and, what was more amazing, 
she broke out of her shell by lunching in 
the studio commissary. The old MM just 
didn’t do this, but, instead, had her lunch 
sent to her dressing-room where she 
usually ate alone or with her constant 
companion, Paula Strasberg, her Method 
acting coach. 

Oddly enough, Marilyn and Montand 
never once lunched together in the com- 
missary. Yves usually would enter with Tony 
Randall or Frankie Vaughan (they’re 
also in the picture) and sit at a large table. 
Marilyn, wearing a blouse (usually low- 
cut) and tight capri pants, would make 
her entrance later, sitting at a table for 
two near the wall. What followed became 
the routine. Marilyn would wave and 


smile at Montand and he likewise; just as 
she was finishing a plate of cottage cheese 
and fresh fruit (she watches her weight 
carefully, especially of late, because she 
has a tendency to be over-hippy) Mon- 
tand would walk over to her table and 
they’d chat. But usually they would re- 
turn to the set separately. 

What was happening to Arthur Miller 
and Simone Signoret during all of this? 
Were they suspicious or did they have 
complete faith in their spouses? Miller 
wasn’t around town much. He busied 
himself in New York and would be gone 
for weeks at a time. However, on his re- 
turn, he and Marilyn acted like nothing 
was happening—and maybe nothing was. 
Simone kept out of Yves’ work, never 
visiting the set but usually spending her 
time in their bungalow at the Beverly 
Hills Hotel. It could be just coincidence, 
but Marilyn and Arthur had a bungalow 
at the same hotel. Simone’s friendliness 
toward Marilyn, however, began to grow 
cold, a friend of hers told me. Simone 
made a point to tell the press, after win- 
ning her Academy Award for “Room at 
the Top,” that if making pictures meant 
being away from her husband for any 
length of time she’d give up her career. 
But shortly after that, she unexpectedly 
accepted an offer to make a picture in 
Europe and left for Rome. Miller, at this 
time was in New York, further opening 
the way for rumors that Marilyn and 
Yves were carrying their love roles off- 
screen. 

In fact, it was during this time that 
they were making love on screen. 

“I’ve never seen such a realistic love 
sequence,” a member of the company told 
me. “It’s red hot.” 

Undoubtedly it was. One Hollywood 
columnist reported that Marilyn had 
closed the set on the day she and Mon- 
tand had their first screen kiss together. 


He cast a spell over her 


Certainly Yves Montand had cast a spell 
over Marilyn. But how? Montand, who’ll 
be 39 years old on October 13, has been 
described as having “the Bogart quality.” 
Yet, in talking to him and watching him 
perform, it’s hard to agree. Granted, he’s 
handsome in a rugged sort of way, yet his 
mannerisms don’t suggest a Bogart. He’s 
always the gentleman and seems to feel 
more at ease with the ladies than men, not 
that he can’t hold his own with the boys 
but he often appears shy and ill at ease 
with them. As for looks, he isn’t a Tony 
Curtis or Cary Grant but his husky, six- 
foot build makes him a standout with all 
the females. 

Another reason Marilyn may have taken 
a liking to him is that, strangely enough, 
he and Arthur Miller resemble each other 
both physically and in personality in many 
ways. For instance, they both have about 
the same profile and build. And Arthur 
can be classified, too, as a ladies’ man. 

“I think Marilyn is certainly one, if 
not the greatest actress I have ever worked 
with,” Yves said. And the praise for her 
talent rather than her beauty must have 
struck just the right note with Marilyn, 
who’s been working so hard on her acting. 
“It has been an experience,” he added, 
“Tll never forget.” 

Yves made such a sudden rise to pub- 
licity via MM that little was known of 
him. Usually, when you mention him 
now, the tourists about town say: “Oh yes, 
that Frenchman who’s making a picture 
with Marilyn.” But Yves isn’t a French- 
man. He was born in Monsummano, Italy, 
on Oct. 13, 1921. His early life (like Mari- 
lyn’s) was a rugged one. He quit school 
when he was eleven and, due to the shaky 
political conditions in Italy, his family fled 
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to Marseilles where he worked as a waiter, 
a bartender, a laborer and even studied to 
be a hairdresser. At eighteen, he made his 
debut as a singer in a rough waterfront 
night club, and in 1945 made his film debut 
in “Etoile Sans Lumiere.” 

Today, he’s considered France’s number 
one actor-singer. And his wife, whom he 
married in 1950, the number one actress. 


Marilyn had definitely fallen for the 
idol, but was it love? Some seem to think 
so, yet others around town maintain that 
Yves was just a passing fancy in her life 
and there are no strings attached. Those 
who insist that Marilyn had fallen for the 
idol point to her 32nd birthday party, held 
June 1, on the set of the picture. Yves 
and Marilyn acted like a couple of newly- 
weds. She was posing for pictures with 
her arm around him and they had eyes 
for no one else. Marilyn was gifted with 
a pearl necklace from the cast and crew, 
who pitched in two dollars apiece to buy 
it. You may wonder why the company, 
suffering so many headaches as a result 
of Marilyn, dug into their pockets. It was 
mainly because she became a heroine in 
their eyes when she was moved to give 
the family of a studio electrician, who died 
during the film, a check for $1,000. 

Near the end of the filming, Marilyn 
showed up at Gina Lollobrigida’s going- 
away party with her publicist, Ruppert 
Alan. But it was with Yves that Marilyn 
danced most of the evening at Beverly 
Hills’ swank Romanoff’s restaurant. 

Then, suddenly, in the final days of 
shooting, they became quite cool toward 
each other. Miller had flown back to town, 
and the rumor buzzed around town that 
he was wise to the situation. And from 
Rome came a report that Simone was get- 
ting suspicious and telephoned Yves sev- 
eral times to ask him about the rumors. 

The final day of shooting, the company 
worked until nearly 8 p.m. Due to the 
weariness of all, there was no customary 
set party and both Marilyn and Yves went 


their separate ways. Marilyn left for New 
York with Arthur Miller that week while 
Yves remained in Hollywood two weeks | 
longer. 

The picture was finished—and so was 
an important chapter in Marilyn’s life. 
Or was it? Montand’s arrival in New 
York started the rumors all over again. 
At Idlewild Airport, Marilyn Monroe, in 
white slacks and dark glasses, waited with 
him for the plane that would take him 
back to Europe and his wife. The plane 
was late, and for three hours Yves and 
Marilyn sat and talked in her rented 
limousine. At 1:00 am. she rode back 
sadly to New York City—alone. 

No one knows what they said to each 
other during those three hours. Perhaps it 
was goodbye. For some weeks later, when | 
Yves returned to New York, on his way, 
to Hollywood to film “Sanctuary,” he didn’t 
see Marilyn. “You Americans go so fast,” 
he told reporters and then went on to 
deny that there had ever been anything 
serious between him and Marilyn. 

Some people, though, still weren’t con- 
vinced. After all, Yves was in Hollywood 
again and Marilyn, too, would soon be 
starting a new film. They may have 
avoided meeting each other in New York, 
but, in Hollywood, where the film colony is 
more closely-knit, it wouldn’t be so easy. 
From what I’ve seen of these two so far, it 
would only take a chance meeting and the 
“chemistry” could explode again. There 
may still be a scorching new chapter 
written on this romance. THE EnpD 
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dozens of “we’re sorry’s.” I remembered 
them all as I sat there, pretending to read 
a magazine and pretending even more that 
even if the test didn’t turn out well, I'd 
have the courage to keep trying. I was 
pretending so hard, maybe that’s why, 
when the door finally did open and a tall, 
handsome man bounded out into the 
waiting room, I didn’t exactly faint. For the 
tall handsome man with the most mag- 
nificent voice was Cary Grant. 

“Madlyn,” he said. “Have you seen your 
screen test?” 

I hadn’t, but I didn’t know whether I 
should be happy or not. 

“Well, it’s the most exciting test I’ve 
seen in ten years,” he said before I could 
answer. 

When he said that, I dropped the maga- 
zine. I leaned over to pick it up and lost 
my balance so that I reared back and 
banged my head against his as he bent 
down to get the magazine for me. I was 
so embarrassed, but before I could apolo- 
gize he said, “Come, stand up,” and since 
I couldn’t seem to do that either, he sort of 
grabbed me by the shoulders, pulled me up 
and turned me around to see how tall I 
was, talking easily all the time in that 
voice while I stood as though hypnotized. 

He said he thought I could do the lead, 
that hadn’t been decided yet; and that I 
had all the qualities to be beautiful, and 
perhaps it would be well to have that little 
mole taken off my cheek and that if I 
didn’t mind would I take off my hat and 
be sure to bring some cool clothes with me 
for Florida and that it was going to be 
exciting to work with me and to relax. 
Then he pushed me gently back into the 
chair (where I was very glad to be) and 
before I knew it, he was gone. 

That was the beginning. I learned later 
from him how to be a hostess; how to dress; 
the art of makeup; what poise is; how to 
laugh and the art of living. I didn’t get 
the lead in the picture, my part actually 
turned out to be a very small one, but I 
got something far better, as you can see. 

Cary Grant is a sensitive man; a man 
with quiet ways; a man so aware of peo- 
ple that he can sense when anyone is upset 
and make them relax. By watching him, 
I learned something very important. And 
that is, to be attractive and charming, you 
must forget yourself as he does and give 
your interest and your complete thought to 
the other person. You cannot fail to “con- 
nect” with other people if you do this. He 
enjoys teaching people to live more fully, 
to look better and to feel better. Like 


_ being thoughtful. Cary always remembers 


| little things. 


When we first arrived in Florida, we 
were all a little apprehensive. Cary came 
around to all of us girls and greeted each 
of us personally. When he finished, he 
came over to me, and quietly, squatting 
down on his knees beside my chair, he 
said, “You didn’t have the little mole on 
your cheek removed.” He not only remem- 
bered who I was, but he remembered the 
advice he’d given me and, what’s more, he 
made me feel that it really mattered to 
him—that I should look better. 

He began teaching me poise. How? He 
made me feel I had poise. “And as much 
class as anyone would want, Madlyn. 
(You have to have faith in yourself.) 
You can hide class only by doing what you 
think is classy,” he said. I thought about 
this a long while. And now I know what 


he meant. I had always thought I was a 
lady but, especially in show business, I 
wanted other people to know it. I tried to 
be cool, elegant, ladylike and proper. But 
what I did was dress too severely for my 
age. And I tried to minimize sex. I worried 
myself sick that my figure was too sexy and 
so I wore bulky shirts and sweaters and 
high necks. And, of course, I always wore 
white gloves! 

There’s a difference, Cary taught me, 
between being proper and being false. 
The trick is to relax and enjoy what 
you’re doing and not worry about which 
fork goes where or whether you have on 
white gloves. That made me remember 
the first time I had met Cary. He’d had 
on levis, tennis shoes and a magnificent 
tweed sports jacket latched together at 
the top with a safety pin—a big safety 
pin! Like an absent-minded professor. 
Yet he looked elegant. 


We were dripping wet 


“Learn how to have dignity,” he said, 
“and you will always look proper.” One 
day, when we were dancing around the 
swimming pool at the hotel, Cary pushed 
someone into the water as a joke. A few 
minutes later, someone pushed Cary in. 
He laughed, splashed about, climbed out 
and continued our dance which, in two 
seconds, meant I was dripping wet, too. 
Then, in a very dignified manner, he es- 
corted me to the hotel dining room for 
lunch, both of us dripping wet. 

As we sat down, she said, “And do you 
realize, Madlyn, you look exactly like a 
lady? Clothes don’t make the difference— 
or white gloves.” This is the true meaning 
of sophistication. When you can enjoy 
everything in life as if for the first time— 
that’s true sophistication. That’s what 
Cary is able to do. And he applies it to 
work, too. He is aware of the full mean- 
ing of each scene. 

“Look into the camera before your 
scene,” he said. “See where your stand-in 
is in the camera image, because that’s 
where you'll be when it comes time to 
shoot. Is she in focus? Is this going to 
be a close-up?” He had the cameraman 
take two shots, one shot with me just 
walking in the way I'd been doing. For 
the next shot he had me check my posi- 
tion first by looking through the camera. 
On the first shot, I was entirely out of 
focus. I learned to check and stand in 
focus. 

“Keep quiet for close-ups,” he said. 
“Let your eyes and mouth do it for you.” 
(This is true in real life, too. A girl 
shouldn’t move too much.) 

But what I’m trying to say, from what 
Cary taught me, is that if you do some- 
thing, do it right. Know all about the 
work, or the reason for the course in 
school, or how you can enjoy the party— 
not fear it. Try to live fully by thinking 
and understanding what you want and 
are doing. 

I learned so many things from him. 
Like the afternoon on the dock when we 
were all waiting and the crew was setting 
up a shot. A mob of extras and a mob 
of spectators were standing about, too, 
and suddenly Cary asked, “May I have 
this dance?” And away we went, over the 
knotholes, Cary whistling and gay. At that 
moment, the director called “action” and 
Cary stepped out of the dance and into 
the scene where he had to be angry— 
without a minute’s pause. When I asked 
him later how he could do that, he assured 
me that so could I do it. “Learn to give 
your attention to more than one thing, 
more than one person at a time, don’t al- 
low yourself to be narrow-minded.” 

He taught me, not by criticizing, but by 
admiring—and this is a wonderful way 
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that anyone of us can help another person. 
Once I was so tired that for a couple of 
days I came down to the set in slacks. The 
third day I dressed in a white silk shirt- 
maker dress, white sweater, high-heeled 
white shoes and matching gloves and bag. 
“That’s the way you should dress. You 
look beautiful,” he said, and took me out 
to lunch. I’ve never gone to the studio 
again in slacks. 


am odd”’ 


It used to make me very nervous to 
enter a room because it seemed to me 
that everyone turned to look at me. “Be- 
cause I’m odd,” I used to think. “Because 
I’m funny.” But Cary Grant assured me 
I was neither. “You are a beautiful girl 
and you must think of yourself in those 
terms, as a lovely, gracious person.” He 
taught me what every girl can learn, to 
check up on each important point before 
entering a room. Is your makeup natural? 
Does your costume complement you? 
Everything matching, nothing bright so 
that there is no conflict with the drama 
that is you? “You never want to lose this 
sense of the dramatic, but it must still be 
subtle.” That’s what Cary kept saying. 
I learned to pause outside a room and give 
everyone a chance to look at me if they 
wanted to. Then walk in as tall as possible. 
I’m not quite five-foot-four, but I try to 
look five-seven. 

Mother had taught me to listen, but 
Cary Grant showed me what listening 
meant. He listened to me. He made me 
conscious of my voice, of the range a voice 
can have, how pitch can make up for 
humor or pathos, he made me sing up a 
storm to keep the range of it. But he also 
listened to what I had to say. He made me 
aware of “everything within me.” Not of 
the sun or the wind or the beauty all 
around, because I am aware of them any- 
way, but of the things inside me. I had a 
feeling of insecurity, and if I made a re- 
mark and someone asked, “What did you 
say?” I was likely to answer, “Oh, it 
doesn’t matter.” Cary taught me that I 
was entitled to my own opinion, that he 
valued it, that what I had to say was 
interesting and provocative. He gave me 
faith in myself. 

“You are a sub-tender,” he said (a 
sub-tender maneuvers the submarine into 
dock). “A sub-tender of people.” And he 
understands this because he’s a_ sub- 
tender himself. Some people don’t under- 
stand this, they feel that being open and 
warm you leave yourself wide-open to be 
stepped on. But I’ve always thought that 
if you open yourself to a hundred people 
and get one return, you’re batting a thou- 
sand. Mark Damon, whom I date, wor- 
ries about me, so does Bob Vaughn. They 
think I’m gullible because I believe every- 
thing people tell me, but Cary under- 
stands it, having a sympathy and sadness 
for people, too. One of the things he told 
me that he liked best in my screen test 
was that I listened to what the other girl 
said. He didn’t worry about me, but he 
did point out some of the hazards. I am 
inclined to worry about too many people 
and their problems, being a girl to whom 
people talk to. He couldn’t stop me from 
listening, but he taught me to sympathize 
and then try to forget—because I am not 
equipped to cope with all these various 
problems. He taught me to worry only 
about my own—and only those of today. 
He said, “Madlyn, half the time those 
future problems will never happen, so 
you've wasted all that worry.” 


He’s never stopped learning 


He taught me that you learn from every- 
thing, the happy things and the unhappy 


things. He’s never stopped learning from 
mistakes, and things, and people. Now I 
try to apply that. When I'm traveling or 
spending a weekend perhaps at Palm 
Springs, and meeting people around a 
pool, I never say I’m an actress; I say 
I’m a secretary in an insurance office. If 
I say actress, they want to know all about 
that, and I don’t have a chance to hear 
about them. It’s very easy to get people 
to express themselves if you can find out 
what their work is, or if they have chil- 
dren, or what their hobbies are. I like 
to meet all kinds of people. I’m interested 
in them. Cary taught me how to show 
that interest graciously—by always asking 
the names of the people to whose house 
we were going, the names of the others 
who'd be there, and what they all did, 
so when we met I'd have a basis for con- 
versation. Now, when I introduce people, 
I always tell who they are and what they 
do. It makes the talk easier. 

And I’ve learned from him the trick of 
mixing my guests at my own parties. If 
I invite only show people they’ll talk shop, 
but if I throw in a few young attorneys, 
a psychiatrist, a cameraman and a scien- 
tist, let’s say, we'll have fascinating talk. 
And I can relax and enjoy it, because I 
prepare the refreshments in advance, for if 
you're not relaxed, how can your guests be? 

I have acquired a few good tips on re- 
laxing when I do get nervous and feel a 
tension in the back of my neck that’s 
bound to give me a headache unless I ward 
it off. This is something anyone can do. 
If I'm with people and feel the tension 
coming on, I excuse myself and go into 
another room. (You can always go into 
the bathroom.) I slowly rotate my head, 
and then I bend forward and let my head 
hang until I feel the blood rush in. It’s 
a great help. 

If I’m home when I get that tight, taut 
feeling as if someone’s grabbing me by 
the back of the neck, I lie across the bed, 
letting the tips of my shoulders and head 
hang over the edge till the blood circu- 
lates. Then I sit on the floor, cross-legged, 
with my back very straight, let my arms 
drop limply, then bring first one shoulder 
up to my ear, then the other, four times 
and rotate. 

But I do think that most tension comes 
from nerves or unhappiness, and can be 
overcome by thinking things out. 

And as you see, Cary Grant has given 
me a great deal to think about. It all adds 
up to an image of graciousness that each 
of us must develop for himself. To Cary, 
Ingrid Bergman and Princess Grace have 
it—personalities that are wise, warm and 
intelligent. He also pointed out to me 
that the world too often mistakes cool 
aloofness for charm. “It just isn’t so, 
Madlyn,” he said. “There is nothing so 
gracious as warmth combined with class 
and an interesting mentality—which does 
not have to mean bookishness. All de- 
lightful human beings have a natural 
curiosity and are interested in the world 
around them. They have stimulating 
things to say, they want to hear what 
you have to say, and they give people the 
feeling of being wanted.” 

When we left Florida at the end of 
location, I left with self-confidence, hope 
and a sense of “becoming.” I wanted to 
become a fine woman, a good wife and 
mother, and a fine actress, too. And for 
the first time in my life I know that I 
can, that the potential is there. Because 
if someone you admire and respect, ad- 
mires and respects you, you begin to feel 
a new confidence, a new faith in yourself. 
And once you have that feeling, you'll find 
you'll never get lost again. 

—MADLYN RHUE as ToLp To JANE ARD- 
MORE 
SFE CARY IN U.I.’s “THE GRASS IS GREENER.” 
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EDD BYRNES 


Continued from page 52 


only the silence, before two other men 
clambered down from the truck’s cab. 
The horror of it was that he could not 
see them. 

The glaring yellow-green spotlight on 
the side of the truck was focused in his 
eyes, more blinding than any studio lights 
had ever been. At first he’d ducked his 
head, then darted from one side to the 
other to avoid it, but it didn’t help. The 
blinding light followed him as if it were a 
hunter’s gun and he were a clay pigeon 
being set up for the kill. Finally, he 
backed away slowly, trying to make out 
the faces and forms of the men coming 
toward him. Until suddenly he felt metal 
in his back. In a flash he knew what it 
was. His own car’s open door—the edge 
of it. He could retreat no further! 

It was a nightmare, and for no special 
reason he laughed out loud. The crunch- 
ing of the men’s footsteps stopped as his 
laughter rang out and then slowly died, 
leaving silence again. For a few seconds, 
there was complete silence in the desert 
night and he was aware of a noise louder 
than any he’d ever heard before: the trip- 
hammer beating of his own heart. Then 
he knew this was not a nightmare. He 
was awake. And in terrible danger. 

He’d read someplace that a drowning 
man, or a man face to face with death, 
relives his whole life in a second. It didn’t 
happen that way now with him. His entire 
life didn’t pass before him—just three 
hours of his life, these last nightmarish 
180 minutes. 

He’d been barreling along the lonely 
desert road in his T-Bird, singing along 
with a Fabian record on his radio, when 
suddenly zambo his car vaporlocked from 
the heat and conked out. He could do 
nothing but sit there by the side of the 
road for more than half an hour letting 
the motor cool. Finally he tried to start 
the engine again, but the whirr-whirr- 
whirr of the starter, not making contact, 
told him that his battery was stone dead. 


‘‘Why must people be so miserable?”’ 


He took a flashlight from the car and 
stood by the side of the road waiting for 
help. The sun dipped down behind a 
mountain, and darkness settled over the 
desert. Off to his right, near a sagebrush 
bush, the skeleton of a dead prairie dog 
gave off an eerie orange glow from the last 
rays of the sun. 

The sound of a motor far off in the dis- 
tance broke the stillness. He stood near 
the center of the road and waved his 
flashlight back and forth vigorously. The 
headlights of a speeding car came closer, 
closer, and without slowing down wussshed 
by, making him jump back out of the way. 

“A fine spot to be in,” he thought. 
“Stranded in the middle of nowhere. Fifty 
miles from the nearest town in either di- 
rection. Somewhere in the middle of the 
desert about halfway between Vegas and 
L.A. Battery dead. Radio dead. Prairie 
dog dead.” The inky blackness pressed in 
all around him so that the thin beam from 
his flashlight hardly made a dent in it. 

Two tiny flickers of light far, far down 
the highway caught his attention even 
before he heard the low purr of an on- 
coming car. “This proves light travels 
faster than sound,” he thought, recalling 
his high school physics course. “Or is it 
the other way around? Man, if it’s just 
the opposite, then I’m screwy. But in this 
God-forsaken place, I bet it’s possible to 
prove the world’s flat. All laws break 


down here,” he thought as he waited. 

He jerked his flashlight up and down 
frantically in the face of the ever-enlarg- 
ing eyes of the approaching automobile. 
He heard the welcome sound of brakes 
jammed on, and he jumped back to the 
side of the road. But the driver must have 
changed his mind at the last minute; he 
gunned his motor and the car caromed on 
into the blackness. Its lights made a rap- 
idly receding path that was swallowed up 
by a sharp curve. 

Edd Byrnes climbed into his Thunder- 
bird and slumped back against the seat. 
“Why must people be so miserable?” he 
thought. “Why can’t they help each other? 
Why is everyone so selfish and so scared?” 
But even as his lips formed these words, 
he shook his head emphatically knowing 
that he was wrong. Why, in the more 
than four months that had passed since 
he’d been on the outs with the studio, 
people everywhere had gone out of their 
way to try and give him advice and help. 
Most of them were strangers. And he’d 
received more than a hundred thousand 
letters and postcards—he never could keep 
the figure straight because it increased so 
rapidly every day—from fans all over the 
world pledging to stick by him. “Okay,” 
he said half aloud. “So two drivers had 
sped by without stopping. How could he 
make a judgment about people on the 
basis of such little evidence when more 
than a hundred thousand others proved 
how nice and considerate men and women 
and boys and girls could really be? 

“Maybe all that’s bugging me is that 
I’m not working, not doing what I love 
to do best,” he thought. “That, and my 
friend over there.” He flashed his light 
at the prairie dog skeleton and shuddered. 

He was hungry, but there was no food 
in the car. He opened the little door on 
the dashboard, unscrewed the top of a 
tiny bottle, and counted out twenty pills 
into his hand. Without water he downed 
them one by one with great difficulty. In 
a few minutes he felt better, although he 
knew it was impossible for protein pills 
to work that fast. “It’s all in my mind,” 
he thought, “but it works. Faster than 
Popeye’s spinach—and easier to carry!” 

The radium dial on his wrist watch 
showed it was almost midnight. Two cars 
and three hours had gone by since his 
T-Bird had first conked out. He closed 
his eyes knowing he wouldn’t be able to 
sleep and, yet, hoping against hope that 
he might doze off. But in a few minutes, 
he gave it up for hopeless. 

This time he heard an engine in the dis- 
tance before he saw the headlights. 
“Eureka,” he shouted to the prairie dog, 
“Einstein—or whoever—was right sound 
travels faster than light. Or is it the other 
way?” But it didn’t matter now. He ran 
out onto the highway and flashed his light 
at the car that was coming nearer. The 
sound was different somehow. Then he 
realized why. A truck. “Truckdrivers are 
used to emergencies,” he thought. “And 
they’re pretty regular guys.” 


The piercing blinding light 


Instead of swinging his flashlight back 
and forth, he clicked it on and off in rapid 
succession—three times on and off and 
then a pause, three times on and off and 
then a pause, three times on and off and 
then a pause—the standard signal for 
danger. As the truck loomed large out of 
the darkness, he had a wild desire to 
throw himself down on the road to make 
it stop. “That would be really kookie, 
Kookie,” he said to himself. “Suppose his 
brakes don’t hold? Then I'd be a perma- 
nent part of the highway!” 

But the truck did stop. It ground to a 
halt and he backstepped to his car. A 


broad grin spread across his face as he 
raised his hand in greeting. He stepped 
forward, trying to make out the face of 
the man behind the wheel. Immediately 
the beam of a yellow-green spotlight hit 
him smack in the eyes. 

“Hey, cut it out,” he yelled. “I’m not 
a robber! My name is Edd Byrnes. I’m 
from L.A. My car broke down. I need a 
lift to the next town so I can get some- 
body to come back and change the bat- 
tery.” 

There was no sound from the truck. 
Just that piercing, blinding light. He 
threw his arm up over his face, and at 
that moment he heard the high-pitched 
giggle, the girl’s giggle, and the raucous 
laughing of some men—more than one 
man, but just how many he wasn’t sure. 

“What’s so funny?” he asked. “What’s 
the joke?” He moved his head and body 
trying to duck out of the glare of the 
spotlight, but it followed him no matter 
what he did. 

“You’re funny, Kookie,” a man’s voice 
hollered. “You’re the joke . . . the hero 
... the big man .. making a personal 
appearance just for us. We’re going to 
see how tough you really are, Mr. Big 
Man. We’re going to make you crawl.” 

“Why?” he yelled back. “Why? What 
have I done to you? Why?” 

“For kicks, daddy-o,” another voice 
chimed in. “Just for kicks. We’re going 
to kick you for kicks. . . . Isn’t that comi- 
cal? Isn’t that a scream? Kick you for 
kicks. Why don’t you laugh, Big Man? 
Let’s hear you laugh!” 

He heard the men—he was almost cer- 
tain there were three of them—climbing 
down from the cab. He heard the girl’s 
giggle as she played the light on his face. 
Then he heard the third voice. “Kookie, 
we’re gonna mash your face so even your 
own mother won’t know you.” And then 
he felt the edge of his car door against his 
back. No place left to retreat. 

Behind him, the desert lay desolate and 
dark. The three of them could surely 
track him down if he ran. Besides, he 
was dead tired. For one crazy moment 
he thought of popping some more protein 
pills into his mouth. What a notion at a 
time like this—that was what made him 
laugh. 

But the laugh stopped his attackers in 
their tracks. He followed up his advan- 
tage. If he stalled even a minute another 
car could come along and scare them off. 
A miracle could happen. Maybe. 

“The least you can do is turn off that 
spotlight,” he yelled. 

“He wants to see us when we're kicking 
him,” one of the men hollered, and laughed 
as if he’d never stop. Then he regained 
control of himself. “Well, that’s fair. 
Never let it be said we’re not fair. Okay, 
Myrna, do what the Big Man told you. 
Douse the glim.” 


Then he saw them 


The light went out. For some fifteen 
seconds he still couldn’t see their faces. 
Then slowly, like an old TV movie coming 
into focus, he saw them. They weren’t 
men exactly—maybe in their late teens, 
maybe in their early twenties. But they 
were all alike. Not brothers probably, 
but still alike. The same glazed, expres- 
sionless faces. The same powerful, animal 
builds. The same clothes. Black leather 
jackets studded with cheap metal. Huge 
black belts, at least eight inches wide 
around the waist, dotted with glass jewels. 
The same tight black pants. The same 
heavy boots. And what was her name— 
Myrna—back there in the truck: probably 
cut out of the same comic book pattern! 
He flashed his light toward the cab, but 
she ducked her head quickly. 


: 
{ 
a 
¢ 
‘ 
4 
P 


Spurs clinked across the macadam. The 
first of them leaped directly at him, and 
he sidestepped quickly, bringing his flash- 
light down hard. It hit the thug behind 
the ear. The glass broke and the batteries 
spilled out. The fellow dropped to his 
knees next to the Thunderbird. 

The other two separated and came at 
him—one from the left, one from the 


p ... work me over... kick me... 
that’ ll make you feel good. It'll make you 
feel strong—real brave! You're all cut out 
of the same cloth. You know what that 
makes you? A mob. A brainless, spineless 
mob. You’re afraid to be alone. Afraid 
to face yourselves. So you gang up be- 
cause you're afraid to be weak, afraid to 
be human. You look alike, you act alike, 


“lm sorry.” But in his fog he couldn’t 
tell if it was the girl’s voice or a man’s. 
Or if he imagined it altogether. Then the 
truck roared down the road. 

He half-climbed, half-pitched into his 
car where the door stood open. Exhaus- 
tion slugged him like another fist. He 
fell asleep immediately. 

In the morning, a state trooper’s knock- 


right. It was pitch dark now, but their you think alike. Together you’re brave. ing on his car window woke him. “Boy, 
cheap metal spurs, the glass jewels on Alone you’re cowards. Come on, fight in  you’re a mess. What happened to you?” 
r 7 their belts, gave them away. a pack—like rats!” the officer asked. Edd told him. 
The one on his left dived low for a flying One of them stopped and slowly straight- “Would you recognize them again?” 
“ baa tackle. Edd jumped high in the air to ened up. The other kept coming. He forced “Anywhere,” Edd answered. 
avoid him (as high as he had jumped Edd back into a fender and bashed his “Got their license number?” 
a i, years ago to catch the flying rings at the fist into the side of his face. Edd sank “Tll never forget it.” 
Turnverein Gymnasium in New York City down on his knees. “This is it,” he said, “Want to press charges?” The trooper 
where he worked out on the bars and and waited for the first kick. got out his black notebook. 
the rings twice a week). His attacker’s Suddenly the yellow-green spotlight “No,” answered Edd slowly. “Let it go.” 
‘ > head and outstretched arms passed under came on—but above his head, aimed at The trooper pointed to Edd’s cheek, 
him and crashed full speed into the side his attacker’s face instead. “Hey, I can’t “That’s some bruise,” he said, “but I bet 
of his car. His breath went out of him _ see,” the thug hollered. “Douse that light you gave them something yourself. g 
v’ a and he plunked down unconscious. so I can finish this guy.” But the light “I think so,” he said. “Yes—I - them 
“Two down,” he thought panting. “Two seemed glued to his face. something to remember me by. . 
was crouching warily just out of arms’ miracle. “Myrna, bac ere in the truck.” 
reach. Then Edd felt hands grabbing his Then her voice—not silly like her giggle. A pretty rough story 
throat. He fought to loosen them, realizing It was sharp, firm. “Enough. I’ve had Edd Byrnes leaned back in his chair 
my that attacker number one had recovered enough.” and said to me reflectively, “You know, I 
and was trying to choke him. He kicked Edd looked up from the ground just as never wanted to tell any of this before, 
Pp ” his feet out from under him and the hands _ the other guy, the one who’d been a spec-__it’s a pretty rough story. But I feel 
slid off his neck. His assailant rolled over tator so far, rushed forward. He covered that playing it clean is still the only de- 
in the highway and got up. his head with his hands to protect him- cent way, no matter what goes with the 
n Of So there were still two! They inched _ self. But the kicks didn’t come. Instead, hoodlums. The dirty fighters might seem 
closer and closer to him. He was awfully the newcomer grabbed the other from to get on top, but in the long run they 
tired. His breath stuck in his throat. He behind and dragged him to the truck. generally lose out. This bunch that 
dropped his hands to his side as if in Then he returned, hoisted the unconscious roughed me up—I think they finally 
surrender. one into a fireman’s carry, over his shoul- caught on that an ordinary decent Joe can 
a P E gripped the open door of his car _ to fight in a pack. at’s what I hope they 
" de Three against one and dragged himself, hand over hand, to remember me by.”—JAMES WILLIAMS 
Suddenly, crazily, he started talking. his feet. His head was spinning and he 
Fast. Shrilly. Almost incoherently. “Come  couldn’t tell the sky from the ground. SEE EDD FRIDAYS ON ABC-TV IN “77 SUNSET 
on. Get it over with. Three against one— For a moment the truck’s headlights shone strip,” 9:00-10:00 pP.M., EDT. LISTEN TO 
nice safe odds! Come on ... rough me_ on him again, then dimmed. A voice called HIM SING ON THE WARNER BROTHERS LABEL. 
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DIANNE’S WEDDING 


Continued from page 50 


other’s hair. She just sank down on to a 
low seat and sat with her chin resting on 
her hand, brooding over the unfairness of 
people who must be such miserable human 
beings, themselves, that they couldn’t take 
pleasure in the happiness of others. All 
they could do was contribute to spoiling 
it! But what a mean rumor to spread when 
everything was ready for the wedding. 

She took her hand away from her face 
and looked down at her engagement ring, 
twisting it on her finger without being 
aware that she was doing it. Because she 
was thinking—and remembering—back to 
the day when she and Dick had bought it. 

They’d been going together for some 
time. Dating, not at night clubs and fancy 
spots but simple fun things. Miniature 
golf, or a church social and dance, a drive- 
in movie with a Coke and hot dog after. 
Or an evening of classical jazz—they both 
enjoyed New Orleans jazz, especially. 
Sometimes all they did was baby-sit for 
some married friends so they could step 
out of an evening. Whatever it was, she 
liked to let Dick take the initiative. And 
now that they knew of their love, he had 
made a major decision. She was to have 
her engagement ring. 

They went to pick it out without first 
telling the family—they wanted to spring 
their big news as a surprise. Together they 
chose a beautiful solitaire and decided that 
the Fourth of July celebration was the 
perfect time to show it. 

So, on the night of the Fourth, Dick took 
her to dinner first at the Sea Lion Inn. 
While they were alone, he slipped the ring 
on her finger. They drove down to Ocean 
Park where the whole community had 
turned out for the fireworks. Thousands 
of cars were parked by the beach to watch 
the fireworks, and they went looking for 
her family. They found the car finally, 
crammed with Lennons little and big—and 
all simply entranced by the Roman Candles 
shooting to the skies with deafening ex- 
plosions. 

Dick and Dianne came up to the folks 
and Dick shouted over the racket, “We 
have something to show you all. Deed and 
I are engaged.” Just in case they couldn’t 
hear him, he held up her hand for them to 
see. And then the fireworks were nothing 
compared to the excitement of DeDe’s en- 
gagement ring. 


Now they had the wedding ring to go 
with it. A band with three baguette dia- 
monds. 


Everything was ready 


Her wedding dress was ready, too. But 
until the moment when she walked down 
the aisle to Dick on her father’s arm, she 
wouldn’t allow him to see the flowing gown 
of white silk organza, long to the floor, and 
the little chapel veil she’d wear. This was 
to be his surprise. 

The wedding was going to be held in St. 
Mark’s Church, right next door to home. 
Everyone was saying oh, they’ll never get 
all those Lennons and all those Gasses and 
all those friends of DeDe’s and Dick’s 
crammed in. Nevertheless, it was going to 
take place in the family church, where 
else? 

Peggy was going to make a lovely maid 
of honor. For bridesmaids, she was having 
her childhood friend, Claudine Capp, and 
Kathy, and Dick’s sister Patsy. Janet was 
to be a junior bridesmaid along with her 
best girlfriend Joannie Esser. And there 
would be two tiny flower girls, one from 
each side of the families—Mimi Lennon 
and Debbie Gass. 

Suddenly, she got up from the low seat 
where she’d been daydreaming, and went 
to her room to find the little swatch of 
material from the attendants’ dresses. She’d 
saved it for a color sample. Yes, it was 
lovely. She was glad they had settled for 
aqua. 

There were packages all around the 
room—more wedding gifts. 

One of their earliest gifts was touching 
because it was from a fan. An elderly lady 
had embroidered pillowcases for them. 
They were charming, and Dianne cher- 
ished them as she did all the gifts that 
came—from fans and friends and family. 
Those close to them knew that she and 
Dick loved Early American, and some 
lovely old pieces had been received. Dick 
had spent one whole happy weekend sand- 
ing down and refinishing two tables a 
friend gave them. They went well with the 
Colonial rocker from another friend, and 
with their silver and dishes. But there was 
one terrifically 1960 present that any bride 
would be delighted to get—a washing ma- 
chine from Joannie Esser’s mother. “Why,” 
her own mother kidded her, “I never had 
a washing machine until my second child 
was born.” 

The house that was ready and waiting 
for them used to belong to Dick’s parents, 
it was the house he’d been raised in. When 
Dick’s family moved to a bigger place, he 


Dianne and Dick had both made such plans. Now, had it all changed? 


thought about it and bought it for their 
own future home. While he was in the 
Army it had been rented out, but now they 
would move into it themselves. Some new- 
lyweds might want a brand-new house 
that nobody had used before, but they 
loved this one for the very fact that it 
had seen so much of living. It was full of 
memories for Dick. And now they would 
make their own memories, and some day 
their children would add theirs. “A dozen 
babies,” they had both said, only half-jok- 
ing. They were in tune to big families— 
eleven children in hers, and eight in his. 
She knew all about taking care of children, 
from babies on up. And she had no worry. 
Dick was wonderful with them. He was the 
idol of all the little Lennons, and when he 
sometimes helped her babysit, even the 
boys obeyed him as readily as they obeyed 
Daddy. That was because he knew when to 
be firm and when to be fun. 


Dick was always fun 


And he was great fun to be in love with. 
One of her fondest memories took her back 
to the days before they were engaged, 
when they were going steady. 

Dick was working for the telephone 
company as a wire splicer. Wherever he 
landed on repairs he’d plug in his testing 
phone to a main line and call her—some- 
times a half a dozen times in one day. He’d 
phone from deep down under manholes or 
high up on telephone poles. 

One evening he had her out for a ride 
and stopped way out on Route 101. “I want 
to introduce you to some of my friends,” 
he said, and helped her out of the car. For 
a moment she was puzzled because there 
wasn’t a soul in sight, or a place where 
people could be. But he led her to an 
open manhole with a guard rail around it 
and a ladder leading down. He shouted, 
“Hi!” At his call, faces popped up. “Fel- 
lows,” he said, “I want you to meet my 
girl, Dianne Lennon.” 

They stopped at manhole after manhole 
that night. Earlier in the day, there had 
been a furious electric storm and cables 
were down all over the area. So Dick, who 
happened to have the evening free, took 
her around to meet his friends. He was 
proud of her—not because she was one of 
the singing Lennon Sisters, but because 
she was his girl. 

She looked at the clock and saw that it 
would soon time for her, Peg, Kathy 
and Janet to help Mother with supper. The 
main course was Mom’s department, but 
for the rest, the potato peeling, vegetable 
washing, table setting and such chores, the 
girls teamed up. 

It took a system to feed a family this 
size, but there was always room at the 
table for an extra friend or two or three. 
Especially Dick. It was hard to remember 
a time when Dick hadn’t been around their 
house. Actually it was only a few years, 
though she’d known him most of her life. 
As a little girl she used to shoot marbles 
with his kid brother, Mike. She and Dick 
had been friends before they became 
steadies, they went steady for some time 
before getting formally engaged, and now 
all these growing relationships, they felt, 
—_ a firm foundation for husband and 
wife. 

All this she once expressed in a few 
sentences when a friend of Peggy’s claimed 
that Dianne and Dick weren’t a very ro- 
mantic couple because they talked about 
such practical things—how they’d furnish 
and decorate the house, how many chil- 
dren they wanted, and such. Peg argued 
indignantly that DeDe and Dick were very 
much in love. Later, when Dianne heard 
about the discussion she had thought about 
it seriously and felt Peg’s friend didn’t 
understand. Because when you’re in love 
for keeps, you’re building on a firm foun- 
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dation. This marriage is going to be the 
one and only, it has to be right and for- 
ever and what could possibly be more 
romantic? 

The foundation of their love had held 
well for them more than two years ago 
when they were already talking marriage 
and Dick suddenly decided he ought to 
get his Army service over with first. He 
had put it up to her over the phone. 

“How would you feel about it, Deed, if 
I didn’t wait to be drafted?” he asked. “If 
I went into the service now.” 

She wanted to cry out, “I’d feel awful!” 
But she didn’t. She controlled her voice 
and said, “I guess I’d feel pretty surprised.” 

He explained the advantages of going in 
on your own instead of waiting to be 
called. It meant you could choose your 
own branch of service. But the most im- 
portant advantage was not having this 
thing hanging over their heads. 

“I know it means hardly seeing each 
other for two years,” he said, “but isn’t it 
better to go through it now instead of 
when we’re married?” 

“Of course it’s better,” she said finally. 
“T understand.” 

But when they hung up her hands were 
trembling, and there were tears in her 
eyes. A week later, he had signed up. In 
the Paratroopers, of course—he was at 
home in high places. Inside of two weeks 
he received official notice to report, and 
that was when she could actually believe, 
for the first time, that all this was real. 

But she waited for him, marking off the 
days on her calendar, one by one. She 
waited because she loved him and he was 
doing what he considered right for both of 
them. Every time he could, he came home 
on leave, but the leaves were all too short 
and the times between too long. 


No more waiting 


Now she would never have to wait again. 
They would never have to be apart again. 
In a very short time they would be mar- 
ried and she would never leave him to go 
on tours as one of the four Lennon Sisters. 
Oh, she would sing with her sisters, but 
not when it meant leaving home and Dick. 
Those times the Lennons would be a trio— 
Peggy, Kathy and Janet. When she trav- 
eled and saw new places she would see 
them with Dick. Then, when she stood be- 
fore some marvel of Nature, she wouldn't 
have to wish that he could be enjoying it, 
too. On one tour she had stood before 
Niagara Falls at night, watching the enor- 
mous colored ribbons of illuminated water 
cascading so magnificently that the sight 
filled her with awe for her beautiful coun- 
try and this beautiful world. But her first 
thought was of Dick. “If only he could be 
here to see this with me.” 


““‘Mrs. Dick Gass”’ 


She heard her mother call “Dianne” and 
knew that she had fallen to daydreaming, 
again. She really must go to the kitchen, 
tie on her apron and give a hand. Very 
soon she would be doing these housewifely 
tasks in her own kitchen for her own hus- 
band. Being one of the four Lennons on 
such a popular show as Lawrence Welk’s 
was a great thrill and a privilege. But 
being Mrs. Dick Gass was what she wanted 
more than anything else in the world. And 
that she would be soon—very soon. 

Rumors or no rumors—a lifetime of hap- 
piness together was something that no idle 
talk could take away from them. The wed- 
ding would most certainly take place—on 
October 16. THE Enp 
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LIZ AND EDDIE 


Continued from page 29 


ears and do a great deal of damage. Once, 
someone asked her how she felt about it, 
and she said simply, “I do my best.” She 
keeps the three children with her when- 
ever it’s at all possible and when she has 
to be away, she phones them every day. 
Between calls she worries. She doesn’t 
want her children growing up to be 
troubled kids because she knows herself 
what it means; what that glamorous career 
cost. And she’s willing to give it up at a 
moment’s notice. 

That’s why it’s silly—the rumor her 
career is coming between her and Eddie. 
Although they may be having their trou- 
bles, it can’t be blamed on this. To Liz a 
career has meant twenty years of work, 
sweat, illness and confusion. She never 
wanted it, she was pushed into it at eight. 
Her mother had been on the stage as Sara 
Sothern until she gave it up to marry and 
have children. She was determined that 
Liz should have what she herself had 
sacrificed—a career. She campaigned until 
she got a movie contract, and then better 
and better parts. She did everything, she 
was mother and manager. Liz was never 
allowed to speak for herself or think for 
herself or even act for herself. 

Liz has never forgotten any of this. And 
a career that cost her so much of living 
doesn’t mean enough to her now that it 
should come between her and Eddie. If 
anything is pushing them apart, it’s for 
some other reason. 

There are rumors of a growing gulf 
between them because Liz can’t give Eddie 
a baby, having already had three Caesar- 
eans, and so a fourth is forbidden by her 
doctor. But that couldn’t be a reason for 
separation. Eddie loves her children and 
they adore him. He plays with them, looks 
after them when Liz is working, he’s 
Daddy. Liza is too young to remember 
still another bond between them, but the 
boys might. It was Eddie—Eddie who took 
them to his home and cared for them when 
Mike Todd crashed to his death and Liz 
was half out of her mind with grief. 

Yes, a good reason why Liz’s and Eddie’s 
marriage would stick is the children. She 
wouldn’t want them put through the 
wringer another time. The boys, especially, 
have been through it twice—when she 
left their real father, Michael Wilding, and 
when Mike Todd died. Liz would hate to 
do it to them again. She’s a sensitive 


woman, despite talk to the contrary, who 
has always felt their hurts as if they were 
in her own flesh. Right from the start. 
Soon after Mike Jr. was born, a reporter 
once asked her how she was getting along 
as a mother. She raised weary eyes in a 
peaked face and said, simply, “When he 
cries, I cry.” 


A meeting of strangers 


Knowing how her children feel about 
Eddie, Liz wouldn’t want to put a wide gap 
between them as there is between the 
boys and their real father. She hasn’t 
forgotten the time she and Eddie were in 
England with Mike and Chris, and Michael 
Wilding wanted to see his sons. So the 
Fishers invited the Wildings—Michael and 
his present wife Susan—to dinner at the 
place where they were living during their 
stay. 

As it turned out, no one of the four 
around the table felt relaxed, the con- 
versation was superficial small talk, and 
it was almost a relief when, after dinner, 
the boys were brought in to have a visit 
with their father. What happened next 
was seen and described by a British chauf- 
feur who drove for the Fishers while they 
were in England, and to whom the chil- 
dren had become very devoted. 

“The boys came in, already in their 
pajamas for the night,” he said. “They 
didn’t run to their father to be hugged 
and kissed, they walked over to him and 
shook hands like little gentlemen. He 
asked them how they were, they said they 
were fine, and then nobody seemed to 
have anything more to talk about. The 
boys stood around stiff and helpless, they 
didn’t seem to know what was expected 
of them and what to do next. I never saw 
two more uncomfortable children. It was 
like a meeting of strangers, not of father 
and sons. 

“Finally Mrs. Fisher got them out of the 
situation. She kissed the boys and said, 
‘All right, children, bedtime, say good- 
night now.’ They shook hands with their 
father again, and went off to bed. I can’t 
remember seeing a more strained eve- 
ning in my life.” 

Liz has not forgotten it either. And the 
kids are a bond between her and Eddie— 
not a gulf. If something is wrong, it’s be- 
cause of Eddie and Liz—nobody else. But 
to understand how such rumors start, you 
have to understand Liz. 

Liz has been accused of being moody, 
cold and selfish . . . partly because she 
won't try to explain her actions. Some- 
times she acts like a little girl—she has 
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a whooping, little girl’s laugh—and then 
sometimes she’ll walk on the set, eyes 
straight ahead and not looking at any- 
body, like a queen. When not in costume, 
she comes wearing very tight jersey 
toreador pants in wild colors—yellow or 
green or orange—with a polo shirt, while 
in the evening she’s dressed to the hilt in 
plunging neckline. For daytime, she likes 
a kerchief of some bright wild color. She 
wears little makeup and looks like a little 
girl. She may look as though she has a lot 
of makeup on, but she doesn’t really. She 
looks like she wears a lot of eye makeup 
but that’s the way her eyes look naturally. 
And she eats constantly, mostly in her 
dressing room rather than in the commis- 
sary with the rest of the crew and will have 
special food brought in for her. She’ll have 
an enormous lunch, then have a three 
o’clock snack of something like pizza or 
chili; next day she may prefer champagne 
—nobody can guess what it'll be the next 
day. If Liz’s mercurial change ever bothers 
Eddie, he’s not mentioned it to anybody. 

On set, she sits alone, looks bored, 
continually chews on the inside of her 
cheek nervously. She looks as though she 
wants to reach out to people and she 
always lights up and looks grateful and 
interested when they do talk to her. But 
she’ll never be the first to start a con- 
versation. It’s also true, though, that the 
people around her seem to want to dis- 
courage people from talking to her. But 
more than that, it’s almost as if she were 
afraid of offering her friendship to a 
human being and having it used against 
her later, so she lavishes her feelings on 
animals. One day she came on the set 
bringing her two puppies, Gittel (Gittel is 
the character she'll play in “Two for the 
Seesaw”) and Schlermie. She seemed 
satisfied to sit there quietly, saying noth- 
ing, but just stroking the puppies. 

“If you don’t talk to her first, she can 
go for hours, even sitting right next to 
you,” one of her co-actors said, “with- 
out saying a word.” When someone re- 
marked it was a nice day, her answer was, 
“a nice day for anything but working.” 


Eddie’s career comes first 


She seems to think she’d like to retire 
and talks about it but would probably be 
bored without acting, although how would 
she know since she’s been working since 
she was eight, and is a real pro as an 
actress, never ever fluffing a line? But 
she makes no bones about it, Eddie’s 
career comes first. 

The day they were shooting Eddie’s 
first scene in “Butterfield 8,” she was 
so nervous, she did fluff. She kept star- 
ing at him anxiously, even mouthing his 
lines. This was the day she’d been look- 
ing forward to for a long time. Earlier in 
the picture’s shooting, when someone had 
asked her when Eddie would start, she 
knew the exact date, though it was three 
months away. When, what with the de- 
lays, he didn’t start till even later this only 
added to her anxiety. 

“When the day finally arrived,” one of 
the “Butterfield 8” crew said, “she was on 
pins and needles.” Few people know that 
she made a stipulation that Eddie’s com- 
pany is to record all the background 
music on her films, like her next, “Cleo- 
patra,” and together they have formed 
their own production company. The bits 
of gossip that Eddie resents her pushing, 
dislikes her working, feels her talent and 
career outstrip him seem, at least from 
the outside looking in, completely un- 
founded. 

When Eddie comes on the set, Liz’s face 
lights up when she sees him. They greet 
each other loudly—hi, darling—and kiss, 
almost as if to show people their marriage 
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is all right. But they do look, in fairness, 
in love. When Eddie was away on the 
Coast, Liz was ill—when he returned, she 
immediately seemed better. On the set, she 
is always introduced as Mrs. Fisher, al- 
though the crew calls her Liz and Eddie 
calls her honey or darling. 

She acts like a little girl with him and 
seems to defer to his wishes—not Eddie 
to hers. Once, on location on Fifth Ave- 
nue, about a dozen people were trying to 
decide where to go to eat and they asked 
Liz, deciding to go wherever she wanted. 
She immediately turned to Eddie and 
asked what he’d like to do. And Eddie 
decided. He is not as boyish as he used to 
be and seems to be trying to assert him- 
self, A la Mike Todd, when he’s with Liz. 
He’ll clown around loudly, jokingly shout 
orders to people and always gives the 
impression that he’s the boss in the family. 

Her joining the Jewish faith was a sin- 
cere act and whenever anyone, like the 
director, made a point of making Jewish 
jokes, she got a big kick out of it. If 
someone used a Jewish word, she’d always 
say, “What is it? What does it mean?” She 
seemed very anxious to learn them. And 
occasionally, she’d use a Jewish word her- 
self, like saying her Mishpochah (family) 
were all in town when Eddie’s mother 
was in New York. In a way, it seems she 
wanted to please Eddie. 

There seemed to be no feeling against 
Liz from the crew or the cast because of 
marrying Eddie. At Stony Point, N. Y., 
when Eddie arrived on location and she 
kissed him in front of 200 townspeople, 
they all clapped. Yet, Liz knows every time 
people see her and Eddie what they’re 
thinking. One day, early in production, al- 
most as a relief to break the tension she 
sang, out of the blue, “Tam-my, Ta-a-mmy, 
Tammy’s in love. . . .” It was as though she 
wanted to say, I know what you think, 
but I would rather we all brought it out 
in the open. 

Liz’s illness has been the center of much 
talk. Every time she’s not happy, she gets 
ill—_the rumors run. And she’s never felt 
worse than the past six months. Trouble? 
“Certainly, between her and Eddie,” peo- 
ple insisted. “It’s an emotional reaction— 
she’s not sick. She’s temperamental.” 

But those who worked with her on 
“Butterfield 8” confirm that she was ill. 
That any temperament comes from ill- 
ness rather than the other way around. 

Like the day she was supposed to have 
walked off the set in a huff. Liz has a 
mind of her own on the set and will make 
suggestions and give her own ideas to the 
director, but one has to admit she does 
work well with people, is friends with 
the crew. She never asks for special 
camera shots or lighting to, say, hide the 
fact that she’s overweight. She is over- 
weight and she knows it. In one scene, 
she was supposed to be picked up and 
lifted onto a bar. Worriedly, she asked 
her co-actor, “Are you sure I’m not too 
heavy for you?” 

The day she let temperament fly she 
was ill. She was upstairs in her dressing 
room, something like a half-hour late 
coming onto the set. Director Daniel Mann 
sent the assistant director to see when 
she’d be coming down, and she said right 
away. She had pains in her stomach. 
Later, after an hour or so, another mes- 
senger asked when she’d be down. More 
time passed and finally Mann went up 
himself. “Either we do it or we don’t,” he 
said, meaning the picture. She said, “May- 
be we won’t.” There were more words and 
finally she started to cry. It’s true, she 
had been late and out sick a great deal, 
but this was the only blow-up. She had 
been very ill all through the picture— 
stomach pains (eating too much? tight 
costume?) trouble with her back (can’t 
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PHOTOPLAY FASHIONS 


ways to look 
this fall 


Simplicity Printed Patterns shown on page 
58 are available at local stores everywhere, 
or, to order by mail, send money, size and pat- 
tern number to Simplicity Pattern Co., Inc., 


Dept. PH, 200 Madison Ave., New York 16,N. Y. 


1. CULOTTES 

Simplicity 3637; Junior and 
Misses’ sizes 11-18, 50¢. Lowen- 
stein Autograph Cotton Print 
Pattern 53892, Color 822 Brown. 


2. BELTED JUMPER 

Simplicity 3631; Teen (10-16) 
and Junior (11-15) sizes, 50¢. 
Cone Washcord Pinwale Cordu- 
roy, Color 444 Ancient Olive. 


3. COVERUP BLOUSE 
Simplicity 3600; Misses’ sizes 
10-18, 40¢. See Figure 1 above 
dor fabric. 


4. MODIFIED TRENCH COAT 
Simplicity 3630; Misses’ and 
Women’s sizes 12-42, 60¢. Cone 
Wide Wide: Wale Corduroy, 
Color 444 Ancient Olive. 


5. THE COVERALL LOOK 
Tunic is Simplicity 3600; 
Misses’ sizes 10-18, 40¢. Pants 
are Simplicity 2814; Junior 
Misses’ and Misses’ sizes 11-18, 
50¢. Both Tunic and Pants in 
Cone Moby Dick Corduroy, 
Color Ancient Olive 444. 


6. PRINT SUIT JACKET 

Simplicity 3633; Teen (10-16) 
and Junior (11-15) sizes, 60¢. 
See Figure 1 above for fabric. 


Total cost for fabrics, notions, 
and patterns is about $40.00. 
(For Size 14). 


ACCESSORIES 


The following merchandise shown on 
page 58, can be purchased at most better 
stores across the country. For further 
buying information, write the addresses 
listed below: 


Belts: Elegant Belt Creations, 
6 East 32nd Street, N. Y. C. 
Hats: Madcaps, 28 West 39th 
Street, N. Y. C. 

Gloves: Wear Right Gloves Inc., 
244. Madison Avenue, N. Y. C. 
Shoes: Capezio, 9 West 6lst 
Street, N. Y. C. 

Jewelry: Van S Authentics, 10 
West 32nd Street, N. Y. C. 


stand or sit in one position for too long— 
must rest) . . . injured leg . . . throat is 
hoarse (can’t speak). On her wedding 
anniversary, Eddie had planned a surprise 
party on the set and had ordered a cake for 
40 people. But that day she was sick and 
didn’t work. There was no doubt that she 
had hurt her leg when she fell on the ice; 
that she’d had repeated operations on her 
spine and that her throat did give her 
trouble, no doubt aggravated by fatigue 
and complicated by strenuous dieting. If 
there were small tensions, as people re- 
ported, between her and Eddie, there were 
also tensions with her work, but these 
could be traced directly to physical dis- 
comfort. 


She obeyed but never forgot 


Crowds congregate to stare at her when- 
ever she’s on location. So she is very care- 
ful not to bring the children to the set. This 
is not part of a child’s world, she feels, 
and who would know that better. 

She has never forgotten her mother 
standing in some inconspicuous spot be- 
hind the camera, where the director 
couldn’t see what she was up to, and giv- 
ing out hand signals for the girl to follow. 
They were very subtle little reminders 
that she was forgetting what Mother had 
taught her. Anyone glancing at Mrs. Taylor 
might merely see her touch a finger to 
her neck as if she had a momentary itch. 
But to the harassed child on the stage, try- 
ing to watch her director but knowing she 
must also watch Mama, that touch was 
code for “Elizabeth, you’re overdoing this 
scene. You’re hamming.” If Mother’s hand 
touched her blouse over the heart it meant 
“Show more feeling, Elizabeth.” Finger to 
cheek, as if deep in thought, warned the 
child, “You’re not smiling enough.” 

Liz obeyed, but she has never forgotten. 
And another remembrance she’ll never lose 
is how an old family friend once stuck 
her neck out trying to fight for the girl’s 
right to grow up and get an education. 
From eight years, right through high school 
age, Liz had gone to school on the studio 
lot. It meant working on stage every 
morning, studying in any odd corner 
whenever she had a free minute between 
takes, and going to class every afternoon. 
“If you felt like daydreaming,” Liz re- 
members, “you had to go to the girls’ 
room.” But if she liked a subject, like 
English composition, she got A’s in it. So 
when she got her high school diploma from 
the studio school, her mother’s old friend 
went to bat for Liz. 

She came to Mrs. Taylor and said, “Sara, 
this girl has a fine mind and wants to 
develop it, she wants to be educated. I 
think you ought to let her go to U.C.L.A. 
or some other college. She ought to be 
more among young people her own age— 
and more on her own.” 

The girl listened breathlessly. Going 
to college would mean learning a lot. And 
it would also mean freedom. Maybe she 
could finally get to pick her own clothes, 
and even her own dates, instead of having 
Mama choose her wardrobe and screening 
every boy who wanted to take her out. 
So she hung on the answer. 

But it wasn’t yes. Mrs. Taylor looked 
her friend squarely in the eyes and said, 
“Nonsense! I bet all those girls at 
——-* wish they were Elizabeth Tay- 
or. 

Whether Liz Taylor wishes she was Liz 
Taylor is another matter. She never says. 
But, right now, despite gossip, rumors and 
jobs, Liz Taylor does wish to be Mrs. Eddie 
Fisher. This she will say. —JULIA CORBIN 


SEE LIZ AND EDDIE IN M-G-M’S “BUTTERFIELD 
8.” WATCH FOR LIZ IN 20TH’s “CLEOPATRA.” 
HEAR EDDIE RECORD ON THE RAMROD LABEL. 
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OF CURRENT PICTURES 


ALL THE FINE YOUNG CANNIBALS— 
M-G-M._ Directed by Michael Anderson: Chad 
Bixby, Robert Wagner; Salome Davis, Natalie 
Wood; Catherine McDowall, Susan Kohner; 
Tony McDowall, George Hamilton; Ruby Jones, 
Pearl Bailey; Putney Tinker, Jack Mullaney; 
Joshua Davis, Onslow Stevens; Mrs. Bixby, Anne 
Seymour; Ada Davis, Virginia Gregg; Mrs. 


McDowal!, Mabei Albertson; Rose, Louise 
Beavers. 
CARRY ON, NURSE—Anglo-Amalgamated. 


Directed by Gerald Thomas: Bernie Bishop, Ken- 
neth Connor; Hinton, Charles Hawtrey; Percy 
Hickson, Bill Owen; Bert Able, Cyril Chamber- 
lain; Colonel, Wilfrid Hyde White; Oliver 
Reckitt, Kenneth Williams; Ted York, Terence 
Longdon; Jack Bell, Leslie Phillips; Alec Law- 
rence, Ed Devereaux; Matron, Hattie Jacques: 
Nurse Denton, Shirley Eaton; Nurse Dawson, 
Joan Sims; Nurse Nightingale, Rosalind Knight. 


COME DANCE WITH ME!—Kingsley Inter- 
national. Directed by Michel Boisrond: Virginia, 
Brigitte Bardot; Harvey, Henri Vidal; Anita, 
Dawn Addams; Albert, Noel Roquevert; Flores, 
Dario Moreno; Daniel, Philippe Nicaud; Inspec- 
tor, Paul Frankeur; Leon, Serge Gainsbourg. 


CROWDED SKY, THE—Warners. Directed by 
Joseph Pevney: Dick Barnett, Dana Andrews: 
Cheryl Heath, Rhonda Fleming; Dale Heath, 
Efrem Zimbalist, Jr.; Mike Rule, John Kerr; 
Kitty Foster, Anne Francis; Nick "Hyland, Kee- 
nan Wynn; McVey, Troy Donahue; Louis 
Capelli, Joe Mantell; Gertrude Ross, Patsy Kelly; 
Norm Coster, Donald May; Beatrice Wiley, 
Hollis Irving; Gloria Panawek, Jean Willes. 


ELMER GANTRY—U.A. Directed by Richard 
Brooks: Elmer Gantry, Burt Lancaster; Sister 
Sharon Falconer, Jean Simmons; William L. 
Morgan, Dean Jagger; Jim Lefferts, Arthur Ken- 
nedy; Lulu Bains, Shirley Jones; Sister Rachel, 
Patti Page; George Babbitt, Edward Andrews; 
Rev. Pengilly, John McIntire; Pete, Joe Maross; 
Rev. Brown, Everett Glass; Rev. Phillips, 
Michael Whalen; Rev. Garrison, Hugh Marlowe: 
Rev. Planck, Philip Ober; Rev. Ulrich, Wendell 
Holmes; Captain Holt, Barry Kelley; Preacher, 
Rex Ingram. 


HELL TO ETERNITY—Alilied Artists. Directed 
by Phil Karlson: Guy Gabaldon, Jeffrey Hunter; 
Bill, David Janssen; Pete, Vic Damone; Sheila, 
Patricia Owens; Guy (as a boy), Richard Eyer; 
Capt. Schwabe, John Larch; Gen. Matsui, Sessue 
Hayakawa; Ester, Miiko Taka; Leonard, Bill 
Williams; Mother Une, Tsuru Aoki; Sono, 
Michi Kobi; Famika, Reiko Sato; Sullivan, 
Richard Gardner; Semperi, Nicky Blair; Kaz, 
George Shibata; Papa Une, Bob Okazaki; George, 
George Takei; Freddy, Paul Togawa. 


ICE PALACE—Warners. Directed by Vincent 
Sherman: Zeb Kennedy, Richard Burton; Thor 
Storm, Robert Ryan; Dorothy Wendt, Martha 
Hyer; Bridie Ballantyne, Carolyn Jones; Scotty 
Ballantyne, Karl Swenson; Dave Husack, Jim 
Backus; Una, Dorcas Brower; Grace, Shirley 
Knight; Chris, Steve Harris; Christine Storm, 
Diane McBain; Bay Husack, Ray Danton. 


REST IS SILENCE, THE—Films Around the 
World. Directed by Helmut Kautner: John, 
Hardy Kruger; Paul Claudius, Peter Van Eyck: 
Fee, Ingrid Andree; Gertrud Claudius, Adelheid 
Seeck; Dr. von Pohl, Rudolph Forster; Mike R. 
Krantz, Boy Gobert; Major Horace, Rainer Pen- 
kert; Herbert von Pohl, Heinz Drache; Inspector 
Fortner, Charles Regnier; .Stanley Goulden, 
Richard Allan; Dr. Voltmann, Robert Meyn. 


SONS AND LOVERS—20th. Directed by Jack 
Cardiff: Morel, Trevor Howard; Paul Morel, 
Dean Stockwell; Mrs. Morel, Wendy Hiller: 
Clara Dawes, "Mary Ure; "Miriam Lievers, 
Heather Sears; William, William Lucas; Barter 
Dawes, Conrad Phillips; Mr. Pappleworth, 
Donald Pleasence; Henry Hadlock, Ernest 
Thesiger; Mrs. Lievers, Rosalie Crutchley; Mrs. 
Radford, Elizabeth Begley; Arthur, Sean Barrett. 


13 GHOSTS—Columbia. Directed by William 
Castle: Buck, Charles Herbert; Medea, Jo Mor- 
pe Ben Rush, Martin Milner; Hilda, Rose- 

De Camp; Cyrus, Donald Woods; Elaine 
Zac arides, Margaret Hamilton; E. Van Allen, 
John Van Dreelen. 


WHY MUST I DIE?—American International. 
Directed by Roy Del Ruth: Lois King, Terry 
Moore; Dottie Manson, Debra Paget; Adler, 
Bert Freed; Eddie Rainey, Lionel Aimes; Sin- 
clair, Richard Le Pore; Kenny Randall, Phil 
Harvey; Red King, Fred Sherman; Charlie 
Munro, Robert Shayne; Morrie Waltzer, Sid 
Melton; Mitzi, Juli Reding. 


1 POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Room 9X105 131 S. Wabash, Chicago 3, Ill, 


Address 


City 


State 


Fill out the coupon above 
> and 8 will rush fo you... 


Nurses Booklet 


and Sample Lesson Pages 


IN ONLY 10 SHORT WEEKS YOU CAN BECOME A PRACTICAL 


NURSE . .. Enjoy security, independence and freedom 
from money worries. You can earn up to $65.00 a week. 

YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IMPORTANT... 
mature and older women are also desperately needed. In 
just a few short weeks you should be able to accept your 


first cases. 


BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the FREE complete 
information right now. There is no cost or obligation and 
no salesman will call. You can make your decision to be a 
Nurse in the privacy of your own home. We will send you, 
without obligation, your FREE sample lesson pages, and 
your FREE folder “Nursing Facts”. 


POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
| ROOM 9X105—131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. 


Even If You Don’t Know 


a Note of Music Now 
ow it’s EASY to 
learn any instru- 
ment. No boring ex- 
ercises. Start playing 
right away. maz 


| ARG 


MAP OF STARS HOMES 


430 Top Stars and Addresses~Shows how 
to see stars — Lovely Wall Decoration, 
RUSH YOUR DOLLAR TO= ok 


STAR MAP 


3636 N.W. 18th Oklahoma City, Okla. 


Nearly 
ltches To Death 


"I nearly itched to death for 74 years. Then 1 
discovered anew wonder-working creme. Now 
I’m happy,” writes Mrs.D.W ard of Los Angeles 


Here’s blessed relief from tortures of vaginal itch, 
rectal itch, chafing, rash and eczema with a new 
amazing scientific formula called LANACANE. This 
fast-acting, stainless medicated creme kills harmful 
bacteria germs while it soothes raw, irritated and 
inflamed skin tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds 
healing. Don't suffer! Get LANACANE at druggists! 


$50.00 FREE MERCHANDISE 


every few weeks. Furniture, famous- 
brand dresses, blankets, sheets, silver- 
ware, china, etc. Fabulous rewards for 
minutes a week. You DON’T buy or sell. 
Just show giant catalog to a few friends. 
$l-weekly Club Plan backed by multi- 
million-dollar assortments. Members save 
20%. YOUR selections are FREE. Easy 
and it’s fun. No risk. Mail coupon for full 
details and free 300-page catalog. 

GRACE HOLMES CLUB PLAN 


WRITE FOR 
COMPLETE 


CATALOG 


FRIENDSHIP PHOTOS, DEPT. P-1A, QUINCY 69, MASS. 


@ STARLIGHT CASE 'N FRAME 
with every order of Shadowbox 


riendship photos 


from your own favorite photo or 
negative (returned unharmed). 
Deep sunk embossing, softly rounded 
corners add glamour to your treas- 
ured -” shot. New wallet size 
¥%". Quick service, 

guaranteed. 

EXTRA BONUS — Free With 
Each $2 Order 4” x 6” Princess 
Portrait Enlargement. 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids 


New Way Without Surgery 


Stops Itch— Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne* )—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee. *Reg. U.S. Pat. Off 
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IS MY FACE RED! 


Continued from page 30 


you know what? All 1 could think was 
that I almost didn’t enter the contest! Helen, 
my girlfriend, was the reason I did. We 
read about it in Photoplay together. “You 
send Elvis your kiss and maybe win a per- 
sonal visit with him,” Helen suggested. “Oh 
no, Helen. I’d never have the luck,” I 
begged off. 

“But he sent you a telegram once, so 

“But that was different.” Last summer 
I had to have an operation for cancer, and 
my girlfriends wanted to do something 
nice for me. They knew what Elvis meant 
to me, so they wrote Colonel Parker about 
it. He and Elvis wired me best wishes for 
my recovery. And I did recover! 

But to actually meet him? It would be— 
well, more than I could bear. And any- 
way, I’d never win. Even to hope was 
crazy. 

Yet, that night in my room, there I made 
space on the top of my desk for writing. 
I had to push aside some of the china dogs 
I collect, to make room for my elbows. And 
when my real live dog, my poodle Beanie, 
came whimpering for attention, I had to 
humor him by scratching his ears. 

“Don’t bother me right now, Beanie,” I 
told him. “You know I love you dearly, 
but this letter is very important.” 

I smoothed a sheet of paper and thought 
about Elvis. 

“Dear Elvis,” I wrote. At last my contest 
entry was under way. Then, after those 
two beautiful words, I stopped. I didn’t 
know what to say next! 

“Dear Elvis.” At the thought of him, my 
breath was short, and my heart was so 
full of things I’d like to say, I should have 
been able to write a book. I wanted to 
thank him for the telegram and let him 
know how it speeded my recovery. I 
wanted him to know how sincerely I ad- 
mired him and how much pleasure his 
records and movies give me and so many 
of my friends here in Phoenix. And, of 
course, I wanted to welcome him home 
from the Army. 

That was it—a welcome was the best 
way to start. While I thought, the pen 
began to move. At the end of an hour, I'd 
finished the letter. I thought to myself, “It 
isn’t anything special, not good enough to 
win, but every word is sincere.” 

When I folded my letter and put it in 
the envelope, my fingers trembled. Elvis, 
himself, might touch this very envelope. 


Surely, at the touch, he’d realize how I 
felt when I wrote it. 


Medium rose lipstick 


Next, I had to enclose a kiss print. This 
was going to be important, but it wouldn’t 
take me long to select the right shade of 
lipstick, because I don’t have many. My 
mother and I have argued about this 
occasionally—lipstick, eye makeup, things 
like that. I really don’t care a lot for heavy 
makeup and don’t wear much, but some- 
times wear more than she thinks is ap- 
propriate. 

I looked at my lipsticks on the dressing 
table. A pale rosy pink was my favorite, 
but it was worn down so low I was afraid 
it wouldn’t make a clean, definite lip line. 

Another, that a friend had left by acci- 
dent, was too purple. She is a decided 
brunette, and the dark shade is becoming 
to her but not to me. Of course, Elvis (and 
the Photoplay editor) wouldn’t know I 
don’t wear purple lipstick but somehow 
using it didn’t seem honest. And, with 
Elvis, I wanted everything to be com- 
pletely honest. 

Finally, I chose a lipstick of my own, 
almost new and still with a good point, in 
medium rose. It was darker than the shade 
I usually wear, but it was mine and I do 
wear it sometimes, so I wouldn’t be cheat- 


ing. 

Carefully, I shaped my lips, wishing for 
a lipstick brush—something I’ve never had. 

I remembered seeing a demonstrator in 
the dime store apply makeup. She said 
the correct way to put on lipstick was to 
start by carefully outlining the upper and 
lower lips, and then you just fill in from 
there. I tried it, but my hand wobbled, 
and the lipstick smeared. I wiped off the 
first attempt with cleansing tissue and 
tried again. 

Beanie was sitting up watching with in- 
terest, making little puzzled noises. I threw 
the tissue at the waste basket but missed, 
and it fell on the floor where Beanie ex- 
amined it, sniffing. 

Next try was more successful and, press- 
ing carefully, I made a kiss print on the 


paper. 

“How would it be to kiss Elvis himself?” 
I wondered, and was ashamed of myself 
for even thinking such a thing. 


1 didn’t expect to win 


At dinner, I told Mother I had entered 
the contest. 

“Well,” she said, “whoever wins, I know 
she won’t be one bit a sweeter girl than 
you are.” 


Watch 


Norris. 


Kathi Norris 


“TRUE STOR 


TRUE STORY 


on your NBC-affiliated television station on Saturdays 


See your local paper for time and station. Exciting 
stories of actual events and people, straight from the 


files of TRUE STORY Magazine—narrated by Kathi 


And don’t miss ELEANOR ROOSEVELT’S “You 
Learn by Living,” the first of a two-part condensa- 
tion of a new book by the world’s First Lady... 


The Woman’s Guide to Better Living 
Now at Your Newsstand 


My mother and I live alone and she 
works very hard to support me. She’s a 
billing clerk but also a singer, and she likes 
Elvis’ records almost as well as I. 

“Of course,” I told her, tasting my soup, 
“I don’t expect to win.” 

Mother didn’t answer but patted my 
hand reassuringly. 

I was too busy studying for the next 
several days to dare think too much about 
Elvis. Sometimes when I saw his picture 
in the paper I wondered who’d get to meet 
him, but I could never picture myself as 
the one. 

Again, it was without a warning, without 
a hint, that a very ordinary day became 
memorable—even more memorable than 
the day I entered the contest. 

I got up sort of late-ish one nice, warm, 
sunny Saturday morning. I was slow about 
dressing, because I didn’t have to go to 
school. Mother had already been at work 
for a couple of hours. I was idly puttering 
around my room, making my bed, dusting 
my china dogs, when the doorbell rang. 

Truthfully, I was a little bit annoyed 
by the bell, because I still wasn’t com- 
pletely dressed. “Now who could that be 
at this time of day?” I wondered. I rum- 
maged for a housecoat as the bell rang 
again, and jerked a few bobby pins out of 
my pin-curled bangs. 

It was a special delivery postman. 

“Miss Judy Fowler?” he asked. He 
handed me a letter, turned and went down 
the steps. 

For me? I began to rip open the en- 
velope before I shut the door. I never got 
special delivery letters. 

When I saw “Photoplay” printed on the 
envelope, I knew it had to be about the 
contest and my knees got shaky. My heart 
pounded so violently during the half- 
second it took me to open the letter and 
read the first few lines, that I could feel it 
in my ears. I was frantic to know what it 
said, but at the same time I was afraid. 

I skimmed the words. Then I began to 
shake all over. I'd won! I'd won the con- 
test. I was going to meet Elvis Presley 
face to face! 

I raced to the telephone to call my 
mother. Luckily, she was on her coffee 
break so I could blurt it out right away. 
Even now, I can’t remember exactly how 
I told her the wonderful news. And she 
says all she remembers about the conver- 
sation is screams, giggles, squeals and “El- 
vis—Elvis—Elvis.” 

Two weeks pass in a hurry just before 
exams, but they drag terribly if they’re 
the two weeks you have to wait before 
you meet your idol. The weeks I waited to 
go to Hollywood were both. School was 
nearly over for the year, exams coming at 
me fast, and I’d wondered where the days 
went in such a hurry. 

“Golly, tonight I'll just have to study,” 
I'd say. 

But when I thought about the contest 
prize, the clock stopped. Every night, be- 
fore I went to bed, I’d look at the calendar 
and think, “One day less before I see him.” 
Then, I'd think, “What should I say to him, 
first thing?” And on that thought, I’d be 
wide awake for hours, worrying. 


I'd almost choked to death 


What should I say? Wondering about it 
frightened me. Once, I’d met Ricky Nelson, 
and I'd almost choked to death. For a little 
while, just a little while, when Elvis was 
in Germany, I'd thought I liked Ricky bet- 
ter than anybody in the world, and the 
time I met him I was so excited I couldn’t 
say one word. Not even, “I’m glad to meet 
you. 

Suppose this happened with Elvis? I 
was only getting to meet him once—just 
one wonderful day—and if I said the wrong 
thing, I wouldn’t get a second chance. 


I asked my mother what to say to him. 
“Just say anything,” she advised. “Now 


if you freeze, Judy, I'll feel like spanking . 


you.” 

I tried practicing in front of the mirror, 
smiling and nodding, carrying on a conver- 
sation with Elvis. I tried not to look too 
excited but also not too stiff. 

If I blurted out, “I think you are the 
most sensational person in the world,” he’d 
decide I was a hysterical little girl. But if 
I was cool and stand-offish, how would he 
know how much I like him? 

“Tell him we think he’s grown up a lot 
since he went to Germany,” many of my 
friends suggested. 

“Kiss him for me,” someone said. 

“Oh, that Elvis! What’s so great about 
meeting him?” some boys scoffed, but I 
could tell most of them would like to. 
themselves. The boys, who were special 
friends of mine, were particularly nice. 
They teased me a little about my prize, but 
they seemed genuinely glad I’d won and 
truly interested in the plans for my trip to 
Hollywood. 

Of course Marg, my best friend, was 
thrilled that I won. I called her as soon 
as I got the letter from Photoplay. But 
one or two girls were openly, unpleasantly 
jealous. 

“I don’t see why Judy should get to meet 
Elvis more than I should,” one of them 
complained. The funny part was, she 
hadn’t even entered the contest! 

My mother and I flew to Hollywood by 
jet and were taken to the Beverly Hilton 
Hotel on Wednesday. Thursday was to be 
the big day. 

Riding to Paramount studios with one 
of the editors of Photoplay, I tried to look 
at all the things he pointed out, but I 
couldn’t concentrate. I'd been awake since 
five that morning. I hadn’t been able to eat 
breakfast and I kept hoping I'd picked the 
right dress to wear today. Mother had 
bought me two dresses especially for the 
trip. One was pink, the other was yellow 
and white striped cotton. It was a hard 
choice, deciding which to wear to the 
studio. It was the yellow and white that 
I finally put on, and I kept wondering if 
I should have picked the pink. 

Finally, we were at the studio. “Sh-hhh,” 
someone said as I slipped through a door 
with a “Closed Set” sign hanging on it. 
“We'll have to be quiet until we see what’s 
happening.” 

I'd never been in a movie studio before, 
so I had no idea what to expect. It was 
dark just inside the door, and the dark- 
ness was filled with funny shapes, like 
when you step into an attic. Then I began 
to make them out. They were props and 
people. As we walked forward from the 
door toward the set, the light increased 
until we stood right on the edge of the 
stage where they were shooting Elvis’ pic- 
ture, “G.I. Blues.” A row of dressing rooms 
were to the right, and one of them had a 
a, over the door that said, “Elvis Pres- 
ey. 

On the set, a lot of soldiers surrounded 
a tank, and one of them was Elvis! He 
looked almost exactly the way I’d thought, 
only not so thin. His smile was like a mag- 
net, and it occurred to me he has the 
whitest, most even teeth I’ve ever seen. 

“Judy,” my mother said, nudging me, 
“don’t chew your lower lip that way. Don’t 
be so nervous.” 

“She’s just fine,” John Dalvalli, a pub- 
licity man with us said. “In a minute now 
scene breaks, she’ll get to meet 

vis. 


The moment finally arrived 


Finally the moment arrived! Elvis came 
up to me, smiling his nice, friendly smile, 
and before I could even smooth down my 
bangs, he was saying in his soft, dreamy 


voice that he was very glad to meet me. 

What—what—what had I planned to say 
to him? I mumbled something. All the 
bright, clever greetings my friends and I 
had planned vanished from my mind. 

“Come into my dressing room,” he in- 
vited, “so we can talk.” 

I wagged my head like a puppet but 
didn’t answer. 

“What’s the matter?” he asked. Turning 
to my mother, he said, “I don’t believe she 
knows how to smile.” But he was kidding— 
oh, I hoped so! 

He put his arm around me to help me 
over the wires and cables on the floor, 
and I got stiff as a statue. Poor Elvis. He 
tried ever so hard to put me at ease, and 
he must have thought I was a terrible dope, 


because the harder he worked at being | 3? Wi,Wnigkerbocker Station, New York City. 


friendly, the less I could say. 


“Please, God,” I thought, “let him know | 


I’m not talking only because he’s too won- 
derful for words.” 
Of course I did talk some during the day. 


What about? What did we say? I’m still in | 
a sort of trance, I guess, because honestly, | 


I can’t remember many details. 

I know Elvis asked if I was a senior in 
high school, but he was probably trying to 
flatter me. I'm only a sophomore and I 


don’t look like a senior. At least I don’t | 


think I do. He asked some other questions 
about school and about my friends. And he 
was so polite and friendly to my mother, 
that she was captivated. 

I got to watch him work for a while. 
Once he said the wrong line, and I was 
afraid somebody’d be mad at him, but no- 


body was. Later he, or somebody, told me | 


that actors often make mistakes the first 
time they go through a scene, and I needn’t 
have worried. 

I forgot to tell Elvis that my friends 
thought he’d grown up a lot, and I didn’t 
tell him how much I wanted to kiss him. 


Once or twice, I started to ask him if | 


he’d kiss me, but my courage failed. 

The last time I saw him, he was stand- 
ing with a group of men. He waved to me, 
calling, “Goodbye, Judy.” 

Mr. Diskin, one of Elvis’ managers, knew 
how hard it was for me to say goodbye, so 
he did a very kind thing. Our party was 
about to leave the Paramount lot when 
Mr. Diskin whispered, “Come on, Judy. 
Let’s go back and see Elvis one more time, 
shall we? Just the two of us?” 

We went back to the set but couldn’t find 
him. He must have been called to makeup 
or somewhere. 


I felt happy and miserable 


After we left Paramount I cried, because | 
I'd seen Elvis and talked with Elvis, and | 


maybe I'll never talk with him again. 
I felt happy and miserable all at once. 
Now, when I remember my trip to Hol- 
lywood, I’m only happy. 
Maybe Ill never meet Elvis again face to 
face, but I have souvenirs to keep forever. 


He signed my school yearbook and some | 


pictures. I’ve put up a bulletin board in | 


my room just to display the Elvis me- | 


mentos. 


And just before we left the studio, 


Colonel Parker gave me another china dog 
for my collection, one that was Elvis’. 

Now, when I dust my dogs, I can touch 
the one that Elvis touched. When I hear 
his records, they’ll have a special meaning, 
because now I know the singer behind the 
voice. 

And, most important, if I ever hear any- 
one question that Elvis is wonderful, I can 
set them straight and be sure I’m right. 
Of course I always knew—he is handsome, 
kind and modest—but now, thanks to Pho- 
toplay, I’m sure. THe Enp 


SEE ELVIS IN “G.I. BLUES” FOR PARAMOUNT AND 
HEAR HIM SING ON THE RCA VICTOR LABEL. 


OPPORTUNITIES 


EVERYBODY 


OF INTEREST TO WOMEN PWC, Oct. ’60 
UP TO $500 For Your Child's Picture paid by advertisers. 
Send small picture for approval. ee Ages). Returned, Print 
child’s, parent’s name, address. Spotlite, 1611 La Brea, PJ 
Holiywood, California. 
EXCELLENT INCOME POSSIBLE mailing advertising for 
rowing organization. Literature, lists, stamps given free. 
nformation $1.00 (Refundable). Continental Mailers, Box 
BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—TO $5.00 hour demonstrat- 
ing Famous Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. For 
free samples, details, write Studio Girl, Dept. 16010C, 
$50—$300—MORE for your child’s photo, if selected for ad- 
vertising. Send photo, name. Returned. Free rating. Guild, 
5032-PL Lankershim, North Hollywood, California. : 
MAKE $25-$50 week, clipping newspaper items for publishers. 
Some _ clippings worth $5 each. Particulars Free. National, 


DRESSES 24c; SHOES 39c; Men’s Suits $4.95; Trousers 
A .20. Better used clothing. Free Catalog. Transworld, 164-A 
Christopher, Brooklyn 12, New York. 

$15.00 THOUSAND PREPARING envelopes, postcards, 
yy typewriter. Particulars free. G. Economy, 
Box 2580, Greensboro, North Carolina. i" 
LADIES: EARN UP TO $2.00 hour sewing babywear! No 
house selling! Send postcard to Cuties, Warsaw 1, Indiana. 
EARN SPARETIME CASH - Advertising Literature. 
Glenway, Box 6568, Cleveland 1, Ohio. 


SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time, Easy, 


profitable. Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 3, Ark aethe 
MAKE MONEY CLIPPING Newspapers. Write Newscraft, 
PW-983-E. Main, Columbus 5, Ohio. 
EARN $50.00 FAST, Sewing Aprons. Details Free. Redykut’s, 
Loganville, Wisconsin. 
25.00 WEEKLY MAKING Flowers. Discount Catalog 10c. 
locraft, Farrell 49, Penna. 
EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES 
FINISH HIGH SCHOOL at home. No classes. Texts fur- 
nished. Diploma awarded. !f 17 or over and left school, 
write for Free assignment and catalog. Wayne School of 
LaSalle Extension University, A Correspondence Institution, 
Dent. 1061 WC, 419 S. Dearborn, Chicago 5, Ill. 


OMPLETE YOUR HIGH School at home in spare time with 
63-year-old school. Texts furnished. No classes. Diploma. 
Information booklet free. American School, Dept. X774. 
Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37, Illinois. 
HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA at home. Licensed teachers. 
Approved materials. Southern States Academy, Station E-1, 
Atlanta, Georgia. 

‘ AGENTS & HELP WANTED 

FASHION DEMONSTRATORS—$20-$40 prem evenings. 
No delivering or comecting. Beeline Style Shows are Party 
Plan sensation! Samples furnished free. Beeline Fashions, 
Bensenwile 228, Illinois. 
EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches. 
Free sample kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. WP-100, 
Chicago 32, I!linois. 
60% PROFIT COSMETICS. $25 day up. Hire others. Samples, 
details. Studio Girl-Hollywood, Glendale, Calif. Dept. 16010H. 

BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES 

ANALYZE HANDWRITING FOR profit, pleasure. Free 
sample lesson, catalog reveals plan. Write IGAS, Inc., Dept. 
157, Springfield 4, Missouri. 

00 HOURLY POSSIBLE assembling pump lamps Spare 
Time. Simple, Easy. No canvassing. Write: Ougor, Caldwell 
1, Arkansas. 
MAKE BIG MONEY invisibly mending damaged garments 
at home. Details Free. Fabricon, 6240 Broadway, Chicago 40. 

STAMP COLLECTING 
TERRIFIC STAMP BARGAIN Israel—Iceland—Vatican As- 
sortment—Plus Exotic Triangle Set—Also Fabulous British 
Colonial. Accumulation—Plus Large Stamp Book—All Four 
Offers Free—Send 10c_To Cover Postage. Empire Stamp 
Corporation, Dept. PC, Toronto, Canada. 
FOREIGN & U.S.A. JOB LISTINGS 


HIGH PAY OVERSEAS. Domestic Jobs. Men, Women. Gen- 
erous Benefits. Companies Pay Transportation. For informa- 
tion write: World Wide, Dept. A3, 149 N. Franklin St., 
Hempstead, New York. 

PERSONAL & MISCELLANEOUS 4 
LOANS ENTIRELY BY MAIL—$600 or less for any purpose. 
Strictly Confidential. Repay in 24 low monthly payments. 
Employed men, women eligible anywhere. Write: Budget 
Finance Co., Dept. K-90, 114 S. 17, Omaha 2, Neb. 


LOANS BY MAIL 
BORROW $50 to $600. For Any purpose. Employed men and 
women eligible. Confidential, 2 years to repay. Write for free 
loan application. American Loan Plan, City National Bidg., 
Dept. Q-9050, Omaha 2, Nebraska. 

MUSIC & MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS 

POEMS NEEDED IMMEDIATELY for New Songs and 
Records. Free Examination and Appraisal. Send Poems: 
Songcrafters, Acklen Station, Nashville, Tenn. 
POEMS WANTED! BEST songs recorded Free with 7-piece 
orchestra. Melodies written. Send poems, free examination. 
Songmakers, 1472-Y Broadway, New York 36 
SONG WRITERS—POETS. Free information, amazing new 
writing, recording service. Demo Arrangers, Box 3404, 
Lincoln, Nebr. 
POEMS WANTED FOR musical setting and recerens. Send 
boems. Free examination. Crown Music, 49-PW West 32, 
New York. 
SONGS WAN FOR Records and Publication. Cowtown 
Records, Avery, Texas. 


ANY PHOTO ENLARGE 


Size 8 x 10 Inches wae 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper : 
Same price for full length or bust ¢ 
form, groups, landscapes, pet ani- q 


mals, etc., or enlargements of any 
part of a group picture, Original is 
returned with your enlargement. 


Send NoMoney 3 


Just mail photo, negative or snap- 
shot (any size) and receive your enlargement 
u 


ranteed fadeless,on beauti double-weight 
portrait paver. Pay postman 67c plus ** 


e—or send 69c with order and we pay 


advantage of this amazing offer. Zend your photos today. 
Professional Art Studios, 544 S. Main, Dept. 30-M, Princeton, Illinois 
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becoming 
attractions 


A. Richard Hudnut introduces two new 
shades of “Color Glo” hair rinse: to 
dazzle blondes. “Italian Gold”: for 
redheads, “Burnished Bronze.” $1.50* 


B. For those who prefer pale lipstick 
shades year ‘round, Pond’s presents a 
new High Lustre trio: “Just Peachy,” 
“Baby Orchids.” “French Lilac.” 69¢* 


C. Newly developed by the Cuticura 
Laboratories, “Cutitone,” a pleasantly 
scented antiseptic cream to cover, 
help clear blemished skin. Tube, 69¢ 


D. For bath-time luxury. “Bain D’Or” 
After Bath Freshener. a crisp citrus 
blend, and DeLuxe Bath Powder. Both 
new from Lentheric. $2.50* and $2.75* 


E. Marvelous new makeup, handsomely 
encased in a plastic tube, “Sheer Gen- 
ius” by Max Factor glides on effort- 
lessly, covers skin flawlessly. $1.50* 


*plus tax 


GENE TIERNEY 


Continued from page 40 


Any one looking at Gene Tierney at 
that moment would never have known 
that her heart was heavy with grief... 
and pain ... and fear. For her face was 
calm and impassive; her body, curved in 
the chair, was unmoving. Only her hands 
gave her away: over and over again she 
would go through the motions of slowly 
removing each finger of a glove from first 
one hand and then the other; then she’d 
go through the motions of putting the 
gloves on again, deliberately and slowly, 
making sure each glove-finger was on 
skin-tight before she went on to the next. 
Off and on, on and off, again and again 
and again. The only thing wrong was she 
had no gloves. 

Inside . . . inside her head and her 
heart ... she felt that she was breaking 
to pieces. Aly was dead ... was dead... 
was dead. A speeding car, a flaming wreck, 
and then—nothing. I should cry, she 
thought, because I once loved him so very 
much ...so very, very much... and the 
doctor said I should cry, it’s good for me 
to cry. But I can’t, I can’t. Fate is after 
me again. Fate won’t leave me alone. 
Fate killed Aly, and now Fate’s going to 
try to come between me and Howard. 
Something terrible’s going to happen to 
me again. It’s always the same—just when 
I have happiness in my hands, Fate 
snatches it away. 

Betraying no emotion on her face, hold- 
ing her body rigid, she let her mind run 
back wildly into the past—while her 
hands put on and took off the gloves that 
weren’t there—searching for peace, search- 
ing for understanding, searching for a time 
and a place in her life when she’d had 
happiness for more than a little while. But 
always, wherever she turned in memory, 
Fate was there grinning at her horribly... 


She was too young 


The first time that Fate crept up behind 
her she was too young and joyful to rec- 
ognize the evil thing that was to pursue 
her everywhere and never let her out of 
sight. How could she know the clammy 
touch, the frightening fingers of her jinx, 
when she was so happy after running off 
with Oli and getting married? Only yes- 
terday they had eloped, Gene Tierney, the 
beautiful society girl-movie star, and Oleg 
Cassini, the handsome young clothes de- 
signer. As she stood next to Oli before 
the Justice of the Peace in Las Vegas, re- 
peating the words “Till death us do part,” 
she felt a surge of happiness that she was 
sure no one else in the world had ever 
known before. Flushed with love and pride, 
she had hurried with Oli to the Western 
Union office and wired her parents the 
exciting news. As she sent the two wires— 
one to her father in Green Farms, Con- 
necticut, and the other to her mother in 
Hollywood—she imagined the expressions 
on their faces when they received the 
news: their pride would match her pride, 
their love would equal her love, their hap- 
piness would fuse with her happiness. With 
her happiness—and Oli’s. 

That was June 1, 1942. 

On June 2, she received her parents’ 
answer. Not by telegram or telephone, but 
in the cold, impersonal front pages of the 
newspapers she and Oli picked up at the 
hotel desk after eating their wedding 
breakfast in their room. She cringed at her 
mother’s snobbery. “Gene’s just a mis- 
guided child carried away by a suave man 
of the world,” Mrs. Tierney had told the 
reporters. “She could at least have let me 


announce her engagement. . . . She could 
have had a church wedding with every- 
thing formal and in good taste.” 

But it was her father’s words that cut 
like a knife. “I wish Gene had stuck to her 
own standards—not allowed herself to go 
Hollywood.” 

She read it and wanted to cry. It was as 
if the father she’d adored for nineteen 
years had suddenly turned upon her and 
slapped her cruelly across the face. But her 
father’s training—and her mother’s—made 
her hold back the tears. A lady does not 
cry, a lady does not show her emotions. 
a, at that moment something inside her 

ied. 

To protect her husband’s self-respect— 
and to relieve some of her own pain—she 
called in reporters and answered her par- 
ents the way they had answered her, in 
print. “I have my own life to live,” she 
said. “I’m sorry my mother and father dis- 
approve of my choice, and I can’t under- 
stand why they do not see that this is the 
most important thing in my life.” But she 
expressed hope, too. “I love my husband, 
and I know that I will win my parents 
over. 

What she didn’t know, couldn’t know 
until later, was that Fate had taken a lease 
on her soul. Fate, having found her a 
vulnerable and easy victim, wasted no 
time in showing her the force and power 
of its ugly hand. 

Gene was confident that time would 
heal the misunderstanding between her 
and her parents. When 20th Century-Fox 
tore up her old contract, under which she 
received $750 a week, and gave her a new 
one raising her weekly salary to $1,250, 
she informed Mother and Dad immediately 
of the good news. There was no longer any 
need for the Belle-Tier Corporation, the 
family corporation which her father had 
set up to protect her earnings, and to save 
on taxes. Now, although she was still a 
minor at nineteen, she was of legal age, 
being a married woman. And the studio 
had worked out a most favorable contract 
for her. 

She was very pleased with the new ar- 
rangement, and knew her parents would 
share her pleasure. 

And again her father answered. This time 
with a law-suit. He sued his daughter for 
$50,000 and contested her new contract. 

When her father had objected to her 
marriage to Oli, she’d felt as if she’d been 
slapped in the face. Now it was much 
worse—she’d been knocked to the ground 
and kicked in the heart. “What am I?” 
she asked herself dazedly, “a daughter—or 
an investment?” All her love and admira- 
tion for her father drained out of her, 
leaving her helpless, without hope, and 
afraid. If this could happen, anything could 
happen. 

There was a nasty legal fight between 
her father and herself, but his claims were 
thrown out of court. When she was told of 
the victory, she shook her head numbly. 
She had won a law-suit, but she had lost a 
father. 


All her fault 


When shortly afterward, Howard and 
Belle Tierney were divorced after twenty- 
five years of marriage and her father soon 
took another wife, she was convinced it 
was all her fault. “I did it to them,” she 
brooded. “If I didn’t go on the stage against 
their wishes, if I didn’t marry Oli without 
consulting them, and if I didn’t sign a new 
contract without Daddy—they’d still be to- 
gether.” But she had defied them, they’d 
gotten a divorce because of her. Nothing 
Oli could say or do made her think other- 
wise. 

Now Fate prepared a terrible blow. But 
first the usual bait was dangled before 
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her. This was to be the pattern, the ever- 
repeating, heartless pattern—hold out hap- 
piness, then snatch it away. 

Living with Oli was like living on a 
cloud. She wasn’t Gene Tierney the star 
now, she was a war-time wife keeping 
house near Fort Riley, Kansas. While her 
husband went to Officers’ Training School, 
she cooked and cleaned, shopped and 
mended, and took care of her little home 
like other wives were doing all over the 
country. And then, to make her happiness 
complete, she discovered she was going to 
have a baby. 

She had to share her joy with her friends 
in Hollywood, so she flew back to the 
Coast for a brief visit. One night she made 
a guest appearance at the Hollywood can- 
teen to entertain soldiers and sailors. She 
was about to fly back to Oli when she 
came down with a short but violent attack 
of German measles. When she returned to 
Kansas, the doctors advised, “Don’t have 
your baby here. There’s probably nothing 
to worry about, but sometimes German 
measles are dangerous for a pregnant 
mother—or the unborn child.” They sug- 
gested she go to Columbia Hospital, in 
Washington, D.C., way ahead of time .. . 
just in case. 

Some months before the baby was due 
she checked into the hospital. Just in time, 
as it turned out, for on October 15, 1943. 
she gave birth to a three-pound, two- 
ounce daughter, whom she named Antoin- 
nette Daria Cassini. 

She understood, of course, why she 
couldn’t see her baby. The infant was too 
tiny and had to be kept in an incubator. 
The days went by; she felt fine and walked 
around in her room and out in the hos- 
pital corridors. Two or three times a day 
the babies were brought in to their moth- 
ers for bottle feeding or breast nursing. 
Each time a nurse would come near her 
door, bearing a pink bundle out of which 
would sometimes stick a little hand or a 
tiny foot, her heart would skip a beat. 
“Daria,” she would say to herself, “Daria.” 
But it wouldn’t be Daria, it wouldn’t be 
her baby; it was always someone else’s. 

One day, during visiting hours, she stood 
out in the hall with other mothers—and 
with various fathers and brothers and sis- 
ters and grandmothers and grandfathers 
and cousins and aunts—waiting for the 
hospital attendants to pull back the nurs- 
ery curtains so that the people in the hall 
could coo and smile through the glass at 
infants inside. In the first couple of rows 
of bassinets were most of the babies—bawl- 
ing, squealing, wriggling, healthy babies. 
In back of them, along the wall, were the 
incubators and warmers where infants who 
had been born prematurely or who were 
experiencing slight difficulties of one kind 
or another, were lying. Through their little 
glass enclosures you could see them 
squirming and kicking like the others. 


‘“‘Where is my baby?” 


For the first time she noticed that each 
incubator baby had a name tag attached 
to the front of its enclosure. So she began 
to read the names: Phillips, Reich, Callum, 
Fergusson, Dryer, Lee, Polsky. And that 
was all! Seven incubator babies, but where 
was hers? She knocked on the door to get 
an attendant’s attention, but they were all 
busy fussing over the youngsters. Then she 
beat on the glass with her fists, screaming, 
“Where is my baby? Where is my baby?” 
A nurse lead her back to her room where 
an intern administered a sedative. When 
she woke up, her doctor was bending over 
her. 

And then he sat down at the side of her 
bed and told her about her baby. Daria 
was malformed and would never be nor- 
mal. The German measles of her mother, 


contracted so early in pregnancy, had af- 
fected her central nervous system. There 
was nothing that could be done to help the 
child. Daria would be a life-long invalid. 
Perhaps some day medical science would 
find a way to help the infant, but as for 
now. ... And the doctor shook his head. 
“No.” 

At that second she died completely in- 
side. Oh, she went through the motions of 


being alive, in the weeks and months that | 


followed, but actually she was like an 
animated mannequin that walked, and 
talked, and smiled, and worked—most of 
all, worked, until she was too tired to 
think, too numb to dream. 

For a while she tried to keep pitiful 
little Daria with her, but at last she real- 
ized it was unfair to keep her daughter 
away from other handicapped children like 
herself, and put her in an institution. 


Fate still was not satisfied. It had killed 


her heart, now it began to destroy her 
mind. Fate’s next move was as perverse as 
it was cruel. 


Almost a year to the day after she had | 
contracted German measles at the Holly- 
wood canteen, she met a woman Marine | 


who had seen the show that evening. “You 
didn’t happen to get measles afterward, 
did you?” the woman asked. “I so wanted 
to see you that I broke quarantine to 
come.” 

Her heart, which had seemed dead so 
long, suddenly beat so fast and so hard 
that she thought it would burst. The fin- 
gernails on her right hand bit deeply into 
the flesh of her left and drew blood. Tears 
that had been held in check since she was 
a little girl pushed to the corners of her 
eyes. But they did not fall. Instead she 
manufactured a polite smile, and said, flat- 
ly—in a voice from the grave, “Yes, I 
had the measles.” 

After that, nothing mattered. She sep- 
arated from Oli, reconciled with him and 
had another child, Christina, a normal, 
healthy, adorable baby. But her divorce 
from Oli was inevitable. 

After leaving her husband, she plunged 
into work—making picture after picture 
after picture. Off the set, she did not talk 
to anyone but little Tina. She loved the 
child very much, but the ghosts of her 


own father, of Oli and, most of all, of | 


Daria, were with her night and day. 
Fate had taken her heart, attacked her 


mind, and now was preparing to destroy | 


her completely. But first it held out the 
vision of happiness to her again, in the 
person of Prince Aly Khan. 

She met him by accident in Argentina, 
but refused to go out with him. But the 
Prince was persistent. He kept after her 
in Hollywood, in London and in France. 
She found him tremendously attractive, 
but she also knew that her mind was be- 
ginning to snap. 

“I must see a psychiatrist,” she told her 


mother. Mrs. Tierney answered, “Don’t be | 


silly, all you need are some new clothes.” 


Her heart came alive 


In Paris, Aly Khan cut in on her on the 
dance floor at a party one night. Once she 
felt his arm around her, she never wanted 
him to let her go. Her heart came alive, 
more alive than it had ever been before. 

On New Year’s Eve of 1953, he kissed 
her at midnight in a swank Cannes night 
club, and they danced till dawn. As the 
months whirled by, the whole world knew 
that Gene Tierney and Aly Khan were in 
love. On March 29, 1954, newspapermen 
discovered them in their hideaway at the 
Rosarito Beach Hotel at Baja California, 
20 miles below the Mexican border. Aly’s 
arm was around her as she talked to the 
reporters. “I knew I loved Aly a year and 
a half ago,” she began, and the newsmen 


How Learned 


SHORTHAND 
6 Weeks 


SHORTHAND 


No Symbols—No Machines 
by Miss Linda Meresco 


“I wanted a business career but 
had no background or training. 
When a_ graduate recommended 
SPEEDWRITING shorthand, I en- 
rolled for the course. The day after 
I received my SPEEDWRITING 


shorthand diploma, I was hired for 
my first job by a national publica 
tion. SPEEDWRITING shorthand 
has certainly proved a shortcut to ge 


a successful career for me.”’ 


No “Foreign Language” of 


Over 500,000 men and women have learned shorthand 

the SPEEDWRITING way at home or through class- 

room instruction in schools in over 400 cities in US., 

Canada, Cuba and Hawaii. Today they are winning 

success everywhere—in business, industry and Civil 

Service. SPEEDWRITING shorthand is easy to master 

—yet it is accurate and speedy. 120 words per minute. 
Age is no obstacle. Typing also available. 

Write TODAY for FREE book which gives 

full details—and FREE sample lesson that 

F will show you how oe and quickly YOU 

can learn SPEEDWRITING shorthand. Mail 

the coupon 


New York’ 36, Ne keeping | 
Please send me details ras ass 


and FREE sample lesson. 38th Year | 


0 Home Study O Classroom Instruction 
O If under 17, check here for Special Booklet A 


Name ose | 


| Address 
Z State. 


High School Course 


CL Many Finish in 2 Years 


If you did not or cannot finish high school, here 
is your opportunity. Study in spare time at 
home. Go as rapidly as your time and abilities 
permit. Course equivalent to residential school 
—prepare for college exams. Standard texts 
supplied. Credit for subjects already completed. 
Single subjects rf desired. Diploma awarded. 
Be a High Schol graduate. Start studies now. 
Free Bulletin. Send coupon. 

| AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. H753 

| Drexel at 58th St., Chicago 37, Ill. 

| Without obligation, please send FREE descriptive 


Accredited Member NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIL 


PSORIASIS? 


(Skin Disorder) 


SURE YOU CAN WEAR 
 PLAY CLOTHES! 


é 
a Don't let psoriasis keep you 
from wearing the clothes that 
will make you most attractive. 
. SIROIL helps remove those 


unsightly crusts and scales. 27 
years of successful results. 
SIROIL won't stain clothing or 
bedlinens, Sold on 2-weeks-satis- 
é faction or money refunded basis. 


AT ALL DRUG STORES 


whew! For greater daytime comfort use SIR-O-LENE 
Skin Softener petween nightly Siroil applications, 
Sir-O-Lene is also ideal for dry and flaky skin. 

Write today for new FREE booklet 
SIROIL LABORATORIES, INC. 
1 Dept. M-105, Santa Monica, Calif. 1 
| Please send me your new FREE booklet on PSORIASIS, J 
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| ADDRESS 
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MOVIES 


Continued from page 11 


too good for the over-simplified parts 
they play here. Richard goes on being 
ruthless and Robert goes on being noble 
while their feud lasts through three gen- 
erations of life in Alaska. The fight is 
rough on the girls mixed up in it: Car- 
olyn Jones, who loses both men: Martha 
Hyer, who marries Burton and regrets 
it; Diane McBain. who tries to be a loyal 
granddaughter to the two pioneers as 


they wrangle over statehood. 
WARNERS. TECHNICOLOR 


Carry On, Nurse 


KIDDING THE GIRLS IN WHITE: ADULT 


Here’s the first in a comedy series 
that has the British in stitches. It’s funny 
on this side of the Atlantic. too, because 
it’s based on a simple fact that news- 
paperman Terence Longdon discovers 
when he checks in to get rid of his ap- 
pendix. Just this: Being a hospital pa- 
tient is awfully hard on a man’s dignity. 
The movie doesn’t bother with plot; 
simply strings together a lot of jokes 
about eccentric patients and wacky 
nurses. As youd expect. the humor gets 
a bit earthy. 


A NCLO-AMALGAMATED 


13 Chosts 


SILLY CHILLER. OKAY FOR KIDS: FAMILY 


Small fry in the audience will prob- 
ably take the same attitude that little 
Charles Herbert does here: He’s per- 
fectly delighted—and hardly ever scared 
—to meet all the star boarders in the 
haunted house. which father Donald 
Woods has inherited from a crazy uncle. 
But big sister Jo Morrow behaves like a 
proper horror-movie heroine. There’s 
some jazz involving cardboard specs 
that the audience is told to put on every 
so often, and it’s kind of fun to go along 
with the gag. 


COLUMBIA 


Why Must I Die? 


PRETENTIOUS CRIME YARN: ADULT 


These movie-makers must have de- 
cided that “I Want to Live!” would have 
put up a stronger argument if its heroine 
had been a good girl and innocent 
beyond a doubt. So poor Terry Moore 
winds up on trial for a murder com- 
mitted by Debra Paget (who’s more in- 
teresting as a safe-cracker than she ever 
was as a sweet young thing). Sure 
enough, Terry’s death-house sufferings 
are painful to watch—but not exactly in 
the way intended. 


AMERICAN INTERNATIONAL 


| 


scribbled furiously in their notebooks. “He 


| told me he loved me long before that. He 


proposed a year ago May and I told him I 


_ thought it would be a good idea. I cer- 


_ tainly consider myself engaged, and we’re 


very much in love . . . We will probably 
be married in six months, I imagine in 
Europe.” 

As she talked, her eyes were only on 
Aly. He nodded his head in agreement at 
every word she said. A newspaper woman 
on the scene wrote the following for the 
world to read: “I don’t think I’ve ever 
seen two people so happy. Gene Tierney 
was in ecstasy.” 

Suddenly six months seemed much too 
long to wait. Aly made frantic phone calls 
to local authorities, but the officials would 
not waive the six-months-residence-be- 
fore-marriage rule, even for a Prince and 
his glamorous bride-to-be. 

Now Fate stepped in again, using as its 
instrument Aly’s father, Aga Khan III, 
spiritual leader of twenty million Ismali. 

The Aga Khan had been badly hurt 
when, after Aly’s divorce from Rita Hay- 
worth, he had been unable to see his 
granddaughter, Yasmin, despite the fact 
that she was the first girl baby to be born 
in his family for 200 years. He sent word 
to his son, “You cannot marry another 
movie star. If you marry Miss Tierney, I 
will refuse ever to see her.” Unstated, but 
implied in this message, was the threat 
that he would disinherit his son, stripping 
him of political power and wealth. 

Torn between love and duty, Aly Khan 
chose duty. He broke the news to her 
gently and with great tenderness, but at 
the moment she heard the words, “I can- 
not marry you,” her world dissolved into 
total blackness. 

She could not sleep. She did not eat. She 
would not talk to anyone. One evening, 
alone and in a daze, she went to a fashion- 
able night club and sat by herself at a 


| ringside table. She was wearing long white 


gloves. Very deliberately, and with infinite 
care, she began to take them off, one finger 
at a time. Then she put them back on, as 
carefully as she had removed them, 
smoothing each finger until it was skin- 
tight before going on to the next. Again 
and again she repeated this ritual, not 
listening to the music, not ordering, not 
looking at anyone—just taking the gloves 
off and putting them on, over and over 
and over. 

Her mind had snapped and she was com- 
mitted to a Connecticut asylum. For eight- 
een months, she lived in her own private 
world, a world of inky blackness, of bab- 
bling voices, of flitting ghosts out of the 
past. She was finally released from the 
mental sanitarium, but on the day before 
Christmas in 1957 she entered Menninger 
Clinic in Topeka, Kansas. There, painfully, 
slowly, the doctors helped her to pierce 
the darkness, hear the voices clearly, meet 


| the ghosts of her past face to face. After 


eight months she was released as cured. 
Fate had been defeated. 

She returned to Hollywood and was 
greeted with affection and love at 20th 
Century-Fox where she had been a super- 
star for eighteen years and had played the 
lead in more than twenty-five major films. 
She was signed to star opposite Clifton 
Webb in “Holiday for Lovers.” Her hotel 
room was filled with flowers, more than 
a hundred bouquets, from co-workers, 
friends, and complete strangers who just 
wanted to wish her well. Looking around 
at all the flowers she said, “I feel like a 
bride.” 

More confident than she had been in 
years, she even dated Aly Khan again, who 
was now Pakistan’s ambassador to the 
United Nations. The whole world opened 
before her—fresh and beautiful and new. 

But Fate had not finished with her yet. 


The old fears and feelings of guilt came 
back to plague her. She fought for her 
sanity, but the pressures around her were 
too much. Shortly after New Year’s in 
1958, she was readmitted to the Menninger 
Clinic. For eight long months she retraced 
her past again. One day one of the doctors 
asked her to tell them about the time when 
Fate had first clutched her, about the time 
her father had objected to her marriage 
to Oli and had sued her for $50,000. Her 
gray-green eyes blinked and then she 
laughed. “Oh that!” she said. “I lived 
through it.” 

But the doctor suddenly gripped her 
arm. “That was a very serious thing, Miss 
Tierney,” he said. “I want you to cry about 
it if you feel like it. But don’t laugh. Don’t 
laugh, Miss Tierney.” 

She did not laugh anymore. But she still 
was unable to cry. 

Yet the doctors had given her under- 
standing. Always in the past, whenever 
something terrible had happened—the loss 
of her father’s love, her daughter’s de- 
formity, her meeting with the woman Ma- 
rine, her divorce from Oli, the breakup 
of her romance with Aly Khan, her relapse 
after her first visit to Menninger’s—she’d 
hidden her feelings behind a ladylike ex- 
terior. A smile, hard work, white gloves: 
these had been her defenses against the 
world. “Don’t show your emotions,’ her 
parents had drummed into her. “Don’t let 
other people know when you’re hurt.” And 
her bottled-up feelings and dammed-up 
emotions had poisoned her. 

Tentatively, with great care, as a child 
tries to walk again after falling, she re- 
entered the world of reality and of love. 
She became an out-patient and lived off 
the hospital grounds. She took a part-time 
job in a Topeka dress shop. And then one 
day she met Howard—Howard Lee—and 
she knew for sure that the past was dead 
and only the present mattered. After work, 
they’d walk around Topeka, hand-in-hand, 
like a couple of school kids. Sometimes 
they’d just sit in his car and talk. Once in 
a while they’d take in a movie. Best of 
all, they liked going for long walks. 

When Howard’s divorce from Hedy La- 
marr became final, he asked her to marry 
him. Her “Yes,” she was certain, chased 
the voices and the ghosts and Fate itself 
out of her life forever. They planned to 
get married in Aspen, Colorado, early in 
the summer. And then one day she picked 
up a newspaper and read of Aly’s death... 


We make our own fate 


Her hands, in the process of putting on 
gloves that weren’t there, suddenly stopped. 
She had remembered something else, 
something Aly had once said and she had 
forgotten until this moment. Aly’s fa- 
miliar, handsome face, looking directly at 
her from the newspaper photograph, 
seemed to be saying the same words again. 
“Most of the time, we make our own des- 
tiny. We can’t control some things—acci- 
dent, illness, the place and way in which 
we will die—but it’s what we do and what 
we say and how we feel that govern every- 
thing else.” 

Hadn’t this been what the doctors had 
been trying to tell her all the time? she 
thought. If you have the courage to be 
yourself, whatever you are . . . sometimes 
weak, sometimes strong . . . sometimes 
sure, sometimes uncertain . .. to a large 
degree you can make your own Fate, you 
can fashion your own destiny. 

She clasped her hands together as if in 
prayer, and the tears ran down her cheeks. 

Some time later she went to the tele- 
phone to call Howard—to tell him every- 
thing was all right, to tell him how much 
she loved him, and to make final plans for 
their wedding on July 11, 1960. THe Enp 
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headed for her bedroom. She pulled out 
the top drawer of her bureau, set it on her 
bed and stood there, contemplating her 
Memory Drawer. Stacked neatly in it were 
reminders of all the milestones, big and 
small in her life. Each dusty, fading keep- 
sake had a special meaning; they were 
keys that opened long-sealed doors to let 
her enter a world that was no more, and 
walk through memory lanes—and laugh a 
little and cry a little. ... 

Twelve years ago, she had come home 
from the dentist with the first tooth she’d 
ever had pulled wrapped in tissue paper. 
She’d dumped some scarves and belts out 
of this drawer, put the tooth right in the 
middle and started her collection. Over the 
years, it had piled higher and higher, 
until now, the drawer was almost full. 
Paradoxically, she rarely looked through 
the drawer, because, as she often told 
friends, “I don’t like to live in the past; 
it depresses me.” 

But somehow, today, she wanted to roll 
back the years and dust off the old mem- 
ories and visit old friends and half-forgot- 
ten places. And she wanted to be all by 
herself while she reminisced. 

So she poked her head around the stair- 
well and called to her mother in the kitch- 
en, “Mom, I’m gonna take a little drive 
before dinner. Okay?” 

“Be careful, Connie,” her mother called 
back. “And try to be home by six in time 
for dinner.” 

“I will,” Connie replied. She picked up 
the drawer, carried it down the back stairs 
to the garage and gently placed it on the 
front seat of the family car. She slid in be- 
side it, gunned the motor, backed out of 
the driveway, drove slowly through the 
quiet residential area until she reached 
her favorite spot—a shady little glen just 
on the outskirts of town. This was her 
favorite retreat, her own little island, 
which she’d discovered quite by accident 
right after her family had moved to 
Bloomfield, N. J., two years ago. There 
was a little brook that hissed and gurgled, 
and massive oak trees with big, knotty 
roots. The trees and bushes muted traffic 
noises from the highway beyond and it 
was almost like being shut off from the 
rest of the world in a cool, green sanctuary. 

She shut off the motor, lowered the car 
radio and sank down on the seat until the 
back of her head rested against its top. The 
top of the convertible was down and she 
could look up and up into the blue sky. 
She sighed and breathed deeply. It all 
smelled so nice and fresh and clean. 


Inside the Memory Drawer 


She wriggled around to a sideways posi- 
tion, drew her knees up onto the seat, 
tucked one leg under the other and pulled 
the Memory Drawer closer to her. She 
plunged her hand into it and, rummaging 
around near the bottom, fished out a 
packet of yellowing, brittle paper dolls. 
She removed the clips that held them to- 
gether and spread them out on her lap. 
There were the Jane Powells and the 
Betty Grables and the Rita Hayworths— 
all in different “outfits.” When she was a 
kid it had been a big fad to cut these 
paper model dolls out. For some reason, 
it wasn’t the size of your collection that 
mattered as much as whether or not your 
dolls had the most valuable clothes. 

She grinned delightedly as she remem- 


bered the clever bit of bargaining she did 
with one of her girlfriends to get the Rita 
Hayworth with the glamorous gown. She’d 
pointed out with innocent logic that since 
this girl had two Rita Hayworths and she, 
Connie, had two Jane Powells—why didn’t 
they just switch dolls? She had to add a 
“furpiece” to the Jane Powell doll to clinch 
the trade—but even so, she was secretly 
convinced that she’d gotten the best deal: 
the Rita Hayworth, unquestionably, had 
the most expensive outfit. It remained the 
queen of her collection. 

Connie smiled to herself. How important 
it had all seemed then. . . . She stacked the 
dolls together, replaced ‘the clip and laid 
them on the seat next to her. She fumbled 
in the Drawer again and came out with a 
dog-eared, greasy packet of cards: her 
trading cards. Collecting illustrated play- 


ing cards had been a widespread and fa- | 
vorite pastime of the grammar-school set. | 
You traded them as cunningly as you 


could, sometimes spending as long as an 
hour over one swap. And then, little 
groups of friends would get into a huddle 
to see who’d ended up with the prettiest 
ones. The cards—and her Rita Hayworth 
doll—were the most important things in 
her life. At that time, boys didn’t even 
exist. 

She turned her attention to a frayed, 
ink-smeared bunch of papers held to- 
gether with a faded, stringy red ribbon. 
These were her love letters. Well, to be 
completely honest, they weren’t all love 
letters. .. . Many of them were just little 
notes, written in hasty, crooked scrawls on 
crumpled notebook paper, asking for a 
soda date or for help with a homework 
problem. They came from male admirers, 
sitting three rows behind her in Geogra- 
phy, or Math, or English, and they had 
been surreptitiously passed, hand-to-hand, 
underneath the desks to escape the watch- 
ful eyes of the teacher. 

Because they had come from boys and 
because they had successfully eluded the 
teachers, they held a certain romance, and 
she had saved them all. 


Lenny Williams 


She divided them into little piles ac- 
cording to their writers. The biggest pile 
had come from Lenny Williams. She 
smiled. Lenny had been her first real boy- 
friend—and the second fellow she’d ever 
dated. He was a senior at Belleville High 
during her junior year. He was captain of 
the football team, one of the most popular 
guys in school. You just had to smile— 
even if you were blue and miserable— 
whenever Lenny did. And he had dimples. 
She loved dimples. 

She remembered the very first time he 
had asked her out. She had just gotten her 
“new figure” as she liked to put it. Ac- 
tually she had lost thirty pounds and 
felt changed from an ugly duckling to 
a svelte young lady. The boys were quick 
to note the difference. Where they’d pre- 
viously ignored her, she now drew admir- 
ing notices. But Lenny had remained 
kind of aloof. It made him all the more 
appealing. Once or twice, she had a feeling 
that he was trying to catch her eye, that if 
she lingered, he’d come up to her. But still 
self-conscious about her new attractive- 
ness, she’d become flustered and run away. 
This time, she’d been busily engrossed in 
conversation with a girlfriend and she’d 
bumped smack into him right outside the 
door of her Math class. 

She’d flushed, started to mumble, “Ex- 
cuse me,” and slip away, but he’d grinned, 
fixed those magnetic blue eyes full on hers 
and said lightly, “Hi there, Miss Always- 
in-a-Hurry. Can you stand still long 
enough for me to tell you that you’ve just 
been voted The Most Popular Girl in our 
class?” 
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She’d stared, dumbfounded. A _ few 
months before she would never have 
dreamed of being voted anything more 
glamorous than The Girl Most Likely To 
Win A Pizza-Eating Contest! “You're 
kidding,” she gasped. 

He folded his arms and rocked back and 
forth on his heels. He shook his head. 


“Nope.” 


Her eyes narrowed suspiciously. “Who 
voted for me?” 
He grinned. “Well, I did,” he admitted. 


_ “But that’s beside the point. What’s most 


important is, will you go to the dance with 
me on Saturday?” 

She grinned back. “I'd love to.” 

Now she smiled reminiscently and looked 
up through the leaves high above her head. 


_ The patches of sky glowed pink and orange 


and purple and at a few points where the 


| setting sun’s rays were more directly 
| focused, 


it looked as if the leafy “roof” 
was actually on fire. 

Lenny would have loved this little nest, 
she thought. It was almost as nice as “their 
place” where they went after the dances 
or the parties, or the movies; the pretty 
road by the lake near Belleville, where 
she’d lived then. They’d be in his old 
convertible, with the top down, and they’d 
park, and she’d rest her head on his 
shoulder, pleasantly aware of the rough, 
tweedy texture of his sports jacket against 
her cheek; he’d have his arm around her 
and the back of his head resting against 
the top of the seat and they’d look up, as 
she was doing now. Only there were no 
trees, just the stars and the sky that looked 
like hundreds of diamonds casually ar- 
ranged on a dark blue velvet display cloth. 

Once, she could have sworn that a star 
had winked just at her, and she giggled 
and pointed and said, “Look, Lenny, they’re 
signaling at us. From up there!” 

He ruffled her hair and scoffed softly, his 
eyes still glued to the hypnotic sparks 
above. “Lenny, maybe there is someone 
up there watching us. Do you think so?” 

He whispered back, “I don’t know, 
Honey. Maybe there is.” 

And then they’d talk, sometimes about 
philosophy and abstract things, sometimes 
more realistically, about school and the 
people they knew. But mainly they talked 
about what they wanted to do with their 
lives. He was going to college to study law 
or engineering. She confided her dreams 
of becoming a great singer. But not for all 
her life, because one day she wanted to 
get married and, she declared in all seri- 
ousness, “have a dozen kids.” He laughed 
and said they’d all have to be boys, so 
they could hold their own basketball 
tournaments! 

Every once in a while, he’d lean down 
and kiss her lightly on the tip of her nose. 
And they talked about themselves. He 
never said he loved her in so many words. 
But there are some things a girl doesn’t 
have to be told. She just knows. She liked 
him a lot. But she didn’t think she was in 
love with him. Of course, never having 
been in love she wasn’t sure. . . . She did 
know that it would be a long time before 
she was ready to settle down. 

Sometimes they’d have arguments. The 
standard one was about going steady. He 
wanted to; she didn’t. At times, the quar- 
rels would be so fierce that she’d angrily 
pull away from him, her eyes flashing, her 
face set and grim. She’d squeeze herself as 
close to her door as she could and order, 
in a voice icy with contempt, “Take me 
home immediately.” 

He’d scowl, his face white with rage. 
He’d roughly grind the gears, jerk the car 
around, drive her home and let her get out 
by herself. “Good night!” he’d call, as she 
ran up the steps. “Good night!” she’d shout 
over her shoulder, hoping it sounded like 
“good riddance.” 


A few days later, she’d get a letter in the 
mail, or she’d find a note planted in one of 
her textbooks. Invariably it said something 
like: “ I haven’t changed my stand, 
Connie. I’m not one to back down from 
my principles. ’'ve made up my mind that 
no matter how strongly I feel about you— 
and you must know how much I like you— 
enough is enough. So I guess this is it, 
Connie. I wouldn’t have even bothered to 
waste this paper writing to you, but when 
I saw you having a soda yesterday with 
that creep, Jimmy . well, honestly, 
Connie, what on earth can you find in- 
teresting in him? The next time I see you, 
Ill tell you a thing or two about that 
guy. 

Once, ‘after he’d vented some particu- 
larly strong feelings, he’d tacked on a PS.: 
“I think you have enough sense not to 
put this or any other note I’ve written 

you in your Memory Drawer. Destroy 
this!” Of course, she’d immediately put it 
with the others. And when he'd con- 
fronted her the next day and whispered 
worriedly, “You did destroy it, didn’t 
you?” she’d nodded reassuringly. 

Now she looked at it and the rest of 
the letters and smiled a little sadly. The 
last date she’d ever made with Lenny had 
been to go to his Senior Prom. She’d 
never kept it. 


Her first prom 


For months, he’d saved his money for 
the big event. She’d excitedly looked for- 
ward to the evening—her first prom. She 
had a frilly new gown and satin pumps 
and each night, for weeks before, she fell 
into a blissful sleep, imagining herself 
gliding across the dance floor in Lenny’s 
arms. It seemed too good to be true. And 
it was. 

The night before, her father found out 
a post-prom party was to be held in New 
York. He also knew there’d be drinking 
and it would be late. And he just didn’t 
think it would be safe or wise for her to be 
driving all that way under those condi- 
tions. As a matter of fact, he wouldn't 
allow it! 

Connie begged and cajoled and prom- 
ised that she wouldn’t let Lenny touch a 
drop of liquor. But he remained adamant. 
He shook his head stubbornly. His voice 
was kind but firm: “I’m sorry, Connie. I 
hate to spoil your fun. But it’s too big 
a risk. If it weren’t in New York and you 
didn’t have to drive so late at night... .” 

She was heartbroken. She ran up the 
stairs, slammed the door, flung herself on 
the bed and cried until she could hardly 
breathe. Then she flopped on her side and 
lay there weakly, her body still shaking 
with sobs and studied the blurred outlines 
of the prom dress as it hung temptingly 
from a hook on the closet door. In a help- 
less burst of blind anger, she leaped to her 
feet, snatched it off the hanger and flung 
it with all her might into a corner and 
glared at it, as if it were the cause of her 
misery. Then, slowly, she walked over, 
stooped down, picked it up. When she’d 
regained her composure, she called Lenny. 

“What do you mean you can’t go?” he 
blurted out incredulously. 

She couldn’t bring | herself to tell him 
the truth. “I’m sorry,” she said as evenly 
as she could, “but an important club date 
has come up. I’ve got to sing at. 

“You've got to sing? Tomorrow? After all 
the plans and—and everything?” he cried 
in exasperation. “Honestly, Connie, I don’t 
understand you. I thought you wanted to 
go so badly. And now, all of a sudden, 
some club date has come up... .” He 
lapsed into an unhappy silence. Then he 
asked very quietly, “All right, Connie, tell 
me the truth. Which is more important— 
me or that club date?” 
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Each word seared her like a red-hot 
iron. But she was past feeling any new 
pain. She said dully, “Well, it’s a big break 
for my career... .” 

She hardly heard his tired, “Okay, Con- 
nie. That’s all I wanted to know.” She held 
the receiver in numb hands long after its 
final click that said he’d hung up. 

She got a bitter letter from him a few 
days later. She winced when she read it, 
but she put it in the drawer with the 
others. 

She never heard from him again. Six 
months later, she ran into a mutual friend, 
a fellow who was going to college with 
Lenny. They had coffee and sat for hours 
reminiscing about old friends and old times. 
Once, Lenny’s name came into the conver- 
sation and he flushed with embarrassment 
and mumbled something about Lenny still 
liking her and she felt her pulse quicken 
even in that split second before he changed 
the subject. Neither of them mentioned 
Lenny’s name again. She knew that Lenny 
would never write her or call her. He 
wasn’t wishy-washy. He wouldn’t come 
crawling back. She understood. It hurt, 
but she understood, just as she knew he 
understood why she couldn’t make the 
first move and contact him—they both had 
too much pride. It had to end this way... . 

She unfolded that last letter Lenny had 
written her. She’d read it so many times 
that the writing was worn off at the 
creases. Now, misty-eyed, she re-read it 
again. 


‘“‘Who’s that idiot?’’ 


She fumbled in the drawer and extracted 
a greasy popcorn bag. It still smelled 
faintly of its contents. She shook it and out 
slid two movie stubs. Reminders of her 
very first date with Neil Brennen. 

He was very handsome; blond, blue eyed 
and the topic of talk at pajama parties. 
She remembered the exciting tingle that 
had tickled her spine when he’d pro- 
posed, “Say, how about takin’ in a movie 
Saturday night?” 

She’d had a silent crush on him for 
weeks. Somehow he seemed different from 
the other boys. More mature. That in- 
trigued her. She lay awake nights scheming 
how to get him to notice her. Then, out 
of the blue, he’d come up to her after 
History class and popped the question of 
going to the movies. 

Now she smiled wryly. What a dis- 
appointment the evening turned out to be. 
They’d gone to the movie. It was a Science 
Fiction picture, and after it a cartoon 
came on the screen. He guffawed so loudly 
that she was mortified. How could a grown 
man make such a fool of himself over a 
silly cartoon? Especially a guy whom she 
was sure was above that sort of childish 
display of emotion! She sat there amazed. 
He laughed. He howled. He doubled over. 
People started to stare. She was sure that 
soon they’d point in amusement and whis- 
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per, “Who’s that idiot?” And she sure 
wasn’t going to be around to witness it— 
much less be part of the spectacle. She 
excused herself and headed in the direc- 
tion of the Ladies Room. Actually, she 
ran out and straight home. She had never 
been so humiliated or so disillusioned in 
her life. But she kept the popcorn bag 
and the tickets and thought, “T’ll never get 
it didn’t mean anything 
then. 


She wants a home and family 


Now she began to wonder a little 
uneasily. She’d been thinking a lot about 
marriage for the last six or seven months— 
since she’d turned twenty-one. She didn’t 
know why, really. Maybe “coming of age” 
marked an unconscious boundary line be- 
tween being a girl and a woman. Maybe 
that was it. 

And lately, she’d begun to worry that 
she’d never achieve this goal. Too often, 
these nights, she’d find herself lying tense- 
ly in bed, exhausted by a strenuous day’s 
activities but unable to sleep. She’d toss 
restlessly and clutch her pillow and won- 
der, “Where am I going? What’s ahead?” 
She’d shut her eyes tight and try to pro- 
ject herself ten years into the future. 
Sometimes she’d see a happily married 
wife and mother and she’d drift easily off 
to sleep. But other nights, try as she 
would, she didn’t see anything but emp- 
tiness, black emptiness . . . and uncer- 
tainty . . . and unhappiness. And she’d 
sit up with a start, forcing her eyes wide 
open and choking off a cry of desperation. 

Once, while she was on tour in a strange 
city, lying in the dark late at night and 
feeling a little depressed and homesick, 
she had shut her eyes and seen the empty 
blackness again, and she’d blurted out her 
fear to her secretary, friend and traveling 
companion, Sandy Constantinople: “Sandy, 
did you ever have the feeling that you may 
never get married?” Sandy answered 
slowly, “I don’t know. I never thought 
about it like that.” And she cried out, 
“Well, I have. And sometimes . . . some- 
times I wonder if I ever will... .” 


The Good Luck charm 


Now she felt the same wave of hopeless- | 


ness flooding her and she hunched over 
the steering wheel, leaned her head on 
one outstretched arm and began to sob 
uncontrollably. After a while, there were 
no more tears, the pressure in her chest 
subsided and she felt curiously light- 
headed, limp and spent, as if she’d just 
run a long distance without stopping. She 
sank back and slowly began to replace 
her treasures in the Memory Drawer. 


As she finished, she spied a corroded | 


aluminum Good Luck charm, in the shape 
of a horseshoe, half hidden between the 
ear seats. She retrieved it. The greenish 
lettering read, “Good Luck—Connie and 
Gene—Palisades, 1956.” The class outing. 
She’d gone with Gene Serpentelli. He’s in 


Harvard Law School now, and she’d heard | 


he was engaged to ‘a wonderful girl. 


She smiled tremulously and closed her | 


fingers over the trinket. She stared 


thoughtfully at the Memory Drawer. There | 


was still room for the most important 
Memory bits of all: a marriage license and 
the birth certificates of her children. She 
opened her hand and studied the charm. 
Once, a long, long time ago, she’d believed 
that if you wished on a Good Luck charm, 


if you wished with all your might, your | 


wish would come true. She squeezed the | 


horseshoe charm until it dug into her 
hand. She took a deep breath, closed her 
eyes and made one big wish. .. . THE ENp 
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Mich. 


For fuller reviews see Photoplay for the months 
indicated. For full reviews this month. see 
page 8. (A—ADULT F—FAMILY) 


ALL THE YOUNG MEN—Columbia: Earnest 
but often familiar drama of youth at war. In 
Korea, Sidney Poitier leads a cut-off Marine 
platoon that includes vet Alan Ladd and 
greener James Darren, Glenn Corbett, Ingemar 
Johansson. (F) September 


APARTMENT, THE—U.A., Panavision: Half 
funny. half serious, this nervy film takes a 
sharp look at the low goings-on in Jack Lem- 
mon’s apartment. Jack’s fine work is almost 
matched by Shirley MacLaine’s. as his be- 
loved: Fred MacMurray’s, as his boss. (A) 


August 
BELLS ARE RINGING—M-G-M: Cinema- 
Scope. Metrocolor: Too-faithful recording of 


Judy Holliday’s bright Broadway musical, with 
Dean Martin a welcome addition as her favorite 
customer. She's a phone-answering-service gal 
who worries about the clients. (F) August 


BOBBIKINS—20th. CinemaScope: Fresh. de- 
lightful comedy gives an Anglo-American show- 
biz couple (Max Bygraves, Shirley Jones) an 
angel-faced baby—with the fantastic ability to 
spout big words! (F) July 


CHARTROOSE CABOOSE—U-I; Panavision, 
Eastman Color: Rambling carload of homespun 
fun. Old railroader Edgar Buchanan helps 
elopers Molly Bee. Ben Cooper. (F) September 


DINOSAURUS!—U-I; CinemaScope, De Luxe 
Color: Kids will love little Alan Roberts, as 
a Caribbean boy who makes a pet of a bronto- 
saurus. a pal of an apeman—both revived to- 
day in this comics-style thriller. (F) August 


FALL OF THE HOUSE OF USHER, THE— 
A.I.: CinemaScope, Color: Truly terrifying. 
imaginative version of Poe’s classic, with Mark 
Damon as guest in a doomed mansion where 
his sweetheart (Myrna Fahey) and her brother 
(Vincent Price) await death. (A) September 


FROM THE TERRACE—20th; CinemaScope. 
De Luxe Color: Success and marriage to rich 
Joanne Woodward do not bring Paul Newman 
happiness; so he seeks it with sweet Ina Balin. 
Over-length. often obvious. (A) September 


ALL RIGHT, JACK—Lion International: 
The British turn labor-management relations 
into a laugh-loaded shambles. As a shop stew- 
ard, Peter Sellers creates a deadpan master- 
piece. lan Carmichael’s a bumbler whose hon- 
esty starts a riot. (A) July 


IT STARTED IN NAPLES—Paramount; Vis- 
taVision, Technicolor: A tough, lovable kid 
named Marietto steals this sentimental frolic 
from Clark Gable, as his American uncle, and 
Sophia Loren, as the aunt who’s raised the 
orphan—improperly, Clark says. (A) 

September 


MURDER, INC.—20th, CinemaScope: Fact- 
based racket-smasher features May Britt and 
Stuart Whitman as a weak-willed young couple 
drawn into the Syndicate. Peter Falk scores 
as business-like crime boss. (A) September 


POLLY ANNA—Buena Vista. Technicolor: Won- 


derful Hayley Mills. thirteen, highlights the 
happy surprise of the year. She’s the orphan 
who gives a 1912 small town a good shaking-up. 
A strong adult cast, topped by Jane Wyman and 
Richard Egan, supports Hayley. (F) August 


PORTRAIT IN BLACK—U.-I, Eastman Color: 
This entertaining suspense thriller is really 
dressed to kill. in its handsome San Francisco 
settings. Sandra Dee and John Saxon are en- 
dangered young lovers: Lana Turner and 
Anthony Quinn. murderous older pair. (A) 

September 


PSYCHO—Paramount. VistaVision: It’s gory. 
gruesome but all in fun, thanks to director 
Hitchcock, who sends Janet Leigh, John Gavin 
and Vera Miles to a very peculiar motel run 
by Tony Perkins. (A) September 


RAT RACE, THE—Paramount: VistaVision. 
Technicolor: With Debbie Reynolds and Tony 
Curtis co-starred, it’s easy to get all upset over 
the struggle to make good in wicked New York. 
though Debbie's essentially dishonest role cre- 
ates a problem for her. (A) August 


SAVAGE EYE, THE—Trans-Lux: A truly un- 
usual movie, intensely personal. frighteningly 
real, takes you inside the mind of a lost di- 
vorcee. Barbara Baxley, lacking love. sees only 
ugliness in Los Angeles. (A) July 


SNOW QUEEN, THE—U-I, Eastman Color: Al 
ternately creaky and charming, a Russian car- 
toon retells the Andersen fairytale. On the 
all-American sound-track, Sandra Dee, Tommy 
Kirk speak up as sweethearts. (F) May 


SONG WITHOUT END—Columbia; Cinema- 
Seope. Eastman Color: Dirk Bogarde’s roman- 
tic good looks suit the role of composer-pianist 
Franz Liszt, whose life is seen as a piano con- 
cert and costume pageant, with stormy personal 
drama on the side. (A) September 


STORY OF RUTH. THE—20th, CinemaScope. 
De Luxe Color: Lavish free-hand translation 
of the Old Testament story finds warmth in the 
country romance of rich farmer Stuart Whit- 
man and foreigner Elana Eden, with Peggy 
Wood as her mother-in-law. (F) August 


STRANGERS WHEN WE MEET—Columbia: 
CinemaScope, Eastman Color: Juicy as a bit of 
suburban gossip, an illicit-love story teams 
Kirk Douglas and Kim Novak. Acting honors 
go to Barbara Rush, as Kirk’s wife: Ernie 
Kovacs, as his screwball client. (A) August 


TARZAN THE MAGNIFICENT—Paramount. 
Technicolor: Africa and Gordon Scott’s muscles 
are beautiful as ever, while the jungle boy bat- 
tles a western-type outlaw gang. Jock Mahoney's 
the meanest of all. (F) September 


TIME MACHINE. THE—M-G-M: Pioneer 
science-fiction by H. G. Wells has a nice at- 
mosphere of 1900. That is Rod Taylor’s take-off 
point for his time trip through this war-ravaged 
century to the far future—uglier yet, except 
for Yvette Mimieux. (F) September 


WALK LIKE A DRAGON—Paramount: In a 
new and sound switcheroo on westerns, good- 
looking James Shigeta and winsome Nobu Mce- 
Carthy are young Chinese baffled by American 
ways. Jack Lord is Nobu’s rescuer. (A) August 
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IN LOVE 


Continued from page 39 


attentive ways—he didn’t table-hop like 
so many men in Hollywood. It was a real 
fun evening and so, after that, we had 
others. He took me to premieres, studio 
parties, the Golden Globe Awards dinner 
—all formal things, but we always had 
fun. And I guess when you're laughing a 
lot, and talking your head off, you don’t 
realize what’s happening. . 

What did happen was something that hit 
John and caught him off guard just as 
it hit Connie. He was the one who told me 
of an evening that started like the others 
but turned out very special. 

“The funny thing is that we weren’t even 
each other’s dates that night,” John said, 
shaking his head in wonderment at the 
strange ways of love. “She was with some- 
body else—I can’t even remember who— 
but it wasn’t Gary. And I was with a girl. 
Who? I don’t remember that either—only 
that she wasn’t Connie, because the mo- 
ment I walked in and saw Connie, I was 
suddenly sorry we hadn’t come together. 
All our other dates had been such a ball— 
she’s a great girl, that Connie.” 

The party, which was in somebody’s 
house, was going fine. A combo played 
rock ’n’ roll; one by one guests stood up 
and did impromptu bits. Kenny Miller 
sang, then Connie, then Burt Reynolds 
was on, and he called John up next. The 
combo struck the opening bars of “Don’t 
Be Cruel.” 

John told me, “I was at one end of the 
room and Connie was at the other, but 
suddenly our eyes found each other and I 
was singing to her—only to her in that 
whole room. I never sang like that before. 
I was letting myself go! If I'd wanted to 
tear my eyes away from her face, I 
couldn’t! I couldn’t stop looking at her. 
And—she kept looking at me.” 

John’s second song told her even more. 
He’d chosen “Trying to Get to You.” 

“I felt like I was doing a scene from a 
movie in technicolor,” he told me. “You 
know, the hero takes one look at the 
heroine and the violins start playing. 
Maybe a rock ’n’ roll beat isn’t exactly 
the haunting sound of a hundred violins— 
but that’s how it felt to me.” 

When he finished, he went across the 
room and sat next to Connie. The silence 
between them was so electric that she had 
to break the tension with talk. “She bub- 
bled over,” John said. “She praised my 
singing to the skies, said she’d never heard 
me ‘live’ before, and it was good. She was 
so excited that I felt like Frank Sinatra! 
That’s how Connie makes a guy feel, any- 
way, but you also know she won’t say 
anything she doesn’t mean. 

“We got up to dance—and that was it! 
We were in a roomful of people and we 
were alone in a world of our own. I didn’t 
know where my date was, Connie didn’t 
know where hers was. We’d danced to- 
gether plenty of times, but tonight we 
were doing the same steps and everything 
was different. Most of all, she felt dif- 
ferent in my arms. I knew it—and she 
knew it. Only we didn’t say it.” 


thought you’d never ask!”’ 


Next morning, John phoned and asked 
her out. And this was different, too. In the 
past, it had been a rising young star in- 
viting a friend to escort her to something 
her best beau couldn’t make. An arranged 
thing. This time it was John asking Connie 
because he wanted to. Because now he 
realized that she’d spoiled other girls for 
him. Just the first few premieres and 


parties with Connie, and after that he’d 
often felt that dates with other girls fell 
flat. Now he knew why. But he still had 
trouble saying it, because she was Gary’s 
girl. So he didn’t say it. But he’d seen her 
eyes last night, finding his across the room 
as his own gaze searched for her. He’d 
danced with her, sharing a silence that 
said more than words. And so in the morn- 
ing he called her. He asked couldn’t they 
go somewhere, just the two of them, no 
parties, no crowds, no premieres. And no 
dressing up—just a casual date. She didn’t 
answer for a long time, while he waited. 
And then she laughed happily. “Oh John,” 
she said, “I thought you’d never ask!” 

Next evening they went to dinner at 
Kelbo’s, which specializes in Hawaiian 
dishes. “Connie looked like a Hawaiian dish 
herself in capris and a flowery blouse,” 
John said, “with me in jeans and a sport 
shirt. It was the first time we’d gone out 
when she wasn’t in three inch heels. She 
seemed so little in her sandals, like a 
twelve year old. She was cute—real cute. 
We had a waiter named Henry, a special 
dinner, and frosted drinks served in 
scooped out pineapples. We sat in a booth, 
and we didn’t need crowds around to make 
our evening exciting! Then we decided, 
on an impulse, to go to the movies. We 
found an all-night show with a double bill 
neither of us had seen. We bought a box 
of buttered popcorn and sat holding hands 
and stuffing ourselves, even though we’d 
just eaten. We got eut of there at four in 
the morning. 

“Ever since that night, Kelbo’s has been 
our place. When we go there we have the 
same booth, the same waiter, the same 
dinner and the same scooped out pineapple 
concoction. Funny how doing the same 
thing over and over again is exciting when 
you’re with the right person. Connie has 
been seeing me two or three times a week 
—but she also sees Gary as much as ever. 
I guess it sounds like a kookie situation, 
but the three of us accept it and there’ve 
been no conflicts. It’s outsiders who talk 
about triangles, and say I came between 
them. In a way I did, and I don’t want to 
hurt Gary, we’ve been friendly for years. 


But in a way I didn’t—it just happened. 


“I'd be lying if I said I was sorry. Connie 
makes a fellow feel like he’s a king, the 
greatest thing that ever walked. She can 
be serious, or she can clown, but she 
always says the right words about any- 
thing when you need them the most. We 
don’t talk about the future, about John 
Ashley versus Gary Clarke, we just have 
fun. But it couldn’t work if Connie wasn’t 
so honest with both of us and herself. She’s 
so sincere and down to earth, so open 
about her feelings that I’m grateful for 
every moment with her. All I know is, 
when we're together, something magic 
happens. Call it chemistry or whatever— 
but it happens.” 

Connie knows this is how John feels, 
and she can’t say she’s sorry either, but 
it doesn’t solve her dilemma. 

“The thing that jolts you most,” she said 
thoughtfully, “is when you discover that 
your new attraction hasn’t done any- 
thing to your feelings for your one and 
only. It sounds kookie, but that’s exactly 
the way it is. When I’m with John it’s the 
greatest. I think maybe . . . but then I see 
Gary and my heart still does flip-flops. 
When I’m with him it’s like always. Noth- 
ing changed. I love him but... 


Love is confusing 


“It makes everything so this-side-and- 
that. I’ve had three wonderful years with 
Gary, and six wonderful months with 
John. On the one hand I’m in no rush to 
settle down, but on the other I know a 
husband and children are the most im- 
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7412—For rosy dreams. a bed- 
spread of quilting and cross- 
stitch. Transfer of 12 roses. 
quilting design and directions. 


Y 


7372—For fun. a fluffy pup. 
He’s made of just two pieces. 
plus a 4-ounce skein of worsted. 
Directions for 15-inch puppy. 


845—For elegance. rounds of 
pineapples in simple crochet 
for a cloth. Directions for 
60-inch size made in string. 


Send 35¢ in coins for each pattern to: Photoplay 
Needlecraft Service, P.O. Box 123,Old Chelsea Sta.. 
New York 11, N. Y. Add 5¢ for Ist-class mailing. 
For Fall Needlecraft Book, send 25¢. For brand- 
new Catalog of Fall-Winter Fashions. send 35¢. 


| portant things in the world. I'm pulled to 
two boys, yet I know marriage for me will 
be a once-in-a-lifetime thing.” 

The small fists were under her chin 
again. 

“Love,” she said. “It’s so confusing. But 
it’s so wonderful, too, that I don’t want to 


let it get me down. I don’t want to fight 
| love, or fight myself against loving one or 
_ the other. I keep thinking of my favorite 

song, only with the words changed a little: 

‘Some day they’ll come along, the men I 
love ... Well, they have—both of them! 
And I’m true to both of them. I know that 
once you've said I do it’s very wrong to 
love two men at the same time, but until 
then, maybe it’s all right. What else can I 
do, what should I do? 

“My feelings for John go deep. We taik 
about everything endlessly.” She told me 
how in April, twelve young entertainers 
planned to fly together from Hollywood to 
Dallas to play a benefit. 

“John and I deliberately missed the 
plane,” she admitted to me. “We wanted to 
be alone. We were literally up in the 
clouds. We talked the whole trip about 
life, ourselves, our work—everything.” 

She sighed, and cupped her face in her 


| hands again with that “what-am-I-going- 


to-do” gesture. “I don’t know where its 
all going to lead,” she said. “When Im 
with John I’m sure this is it, forever. Then 
I see Gary, and I’m confused because I’m 
not the fickle type, actually. Am I really 
in love with two boys at the same time? 
How can I tell? 

“T’ve been crazy over Gary since I was 
eighteen,” Connie went on. “That was 
three years ago, and I’m still crazy over 
him.” 

She didn’t fall for Gary right away. 
They met in a drama class and kept run- 
ning into each other at odd moments until 
they found themselves working in the same 
small-budget picture, “Dragstrip Riot.” 

“He was as easy to talk to as my 
brother,” Connie remembers, “and won- 
derful to work with because he had such 
talent. We used to have lunch together 
every day, then sit on set in a corner by 
ourselves and study our lines. Until one 
day, a very pretty girl showed up. She sat 
watching us shoot, and soon as the cameras 
stopped she walked over to Gary, put her 
arm through his as if she owned him, and 
they walked off together. And there I sat 
in our corner! I tried not to watch them, 
but I couldn’t help it. And I could hear 
them laugh together. Well, it was no con- 
cern of mine, he wasn’t my boyfriend— 
merely a friend.” 

Her clear eyes crinkled with sudden 
laughter. “I guess I’m as logical as most 
girls,” she said. “Because the second after 
I shrugged the whole thing off as no busi- 
ness of mine, I suddenly saw red! I wasn’t 
| going to sit there watching him two-time 
/ me under my very eyes! I got up, walked 

off the set and went home. Next day, I 
_ didn’t say one word to Gary except what 
was in the script. For a week I was like ice 
to him. And if he didn’t know why, that 
was his hard luck. I wasn’t even sure 
myself why I was so mad—I was just 
sore, insulted and feeling awful. My stom- 
ach felt all butterflies. I was so miserable.” 

For a week, Gary went around looking 
confused over the sudden cold-shoulder 
treatment from his little friend. Funny, 
she’d always been like a nice little kid 
sister, a buddy, and now. . . . Now it hit 
him! Suddenly it dawned on him that 
Connie Stevens was also a girl, and maybe 
she didn’t like being treated like a cute 
little sister and a pal. But he wasn’t sure, 
and he didn’t quite know how to bring it 
out in the open. So he did nothing. Just 
let Connie ride out her mood. 

“And that’s exactly what I did,’ she 
said. “I couldn’t stay mad at him more 


than a week so I started talking and smil- 
ing again. And I got my reward, he asked 
me out. It was divine. We went out once, 
twice, three times. Then, pow, both of us 
knew we'd fallen head over heels in love! 
We started going steady, and right from 
the beginning we talked about love and 
marriage. But both of us wanted desper- 
ately to make a success before we con- 
sidered settling down. Through those 
early months of struggle we had each 
other and our dreams and the wonderfui 
knowledge that someday, when we had it 
made, we’d get married and spend the 
rest of our lives together. 


The kitten with the crooked smile 


“Meanwhile, whatever we did was won- 
derful—just so we were together. We 
couldn’t afford expensive dates, but a drive 
or a walk was great with me, or a fifty- 
cent neighborhood movie. Sometimes a 
whole gang of us ‘struggling artists’ would 
pool for a beach feast—hot dogs, Cokes and 
a community bag of potato chips. Kids like 
Edd Byrnes, Mark Damon, John Ashley, 
Gary and I—we’d sit around the fire sing- 
ing, or dreaming out loud how it would 
be when we were all rich and famous.” 

Connie was very earnest as she remem- 
bered the struggling years for so many of 
them. “I used to pray for Gary’s chance 
first, and mine second,” she said. “But 
Fate wouldn’t play it my way. I got my 
break and he’s still waiting. If our love 
wasn’t so real and deep it could have 
pulled us apart.” 

But it didn’t. They went steady a year, 
two and into the third. They knew Connie 
would wait for him, forever if it had to 
be. But they also had an understanding. 
Gary knew how it was in their business. 
that a girl doing pictures, records and TV 
had to appear many places. He knew she 
went out with other boys, she would never 
try to hide that or anything from him, but 
he also knew that he was the one. And thai 
if other men did take her to the Beach- 
comber, she was happier eating a ham- 
burger with him at a drive-in. 

But they were human, they had their 
quarrels, too. Once, after a fight, Connie 
deliberately dated another boy, not out of 
necessity but sheer spite. She admits it 
now. But her eyes go tender as she tells 
what happened after. 

“My date took me home,” she said, “and 
there was a funny-shaped package stick- 
ing out of my mailbox. I pulled off the 
paper—it was a little stuffed kitten with 
pearl buttons for eyes and a crooked smile. 
No card, no note—but I knew. And it tore 
my heart. I couldn’t say goodnight to my 
date fast enough! Then I made a mad dash 
for the phone and called Gary. We made 
up for an hour.” 

Eventually, Connie’s busyness and Gary’s 
side jobs began taking its toll of their 
time together. The “arranged” dates with 
other boys became more frequent. “Until 
the Christmas party last year,” Connie 
shook her blond head with a baffled ex- 
pression on her pretty face. “I still don’t 
understand. A boy stands up in front of a 
roomful of people and sings a song. He 
looks right at you and you look back and 
your heart does nipups. You close your 
eyes, and tell yourself it’s crazy. Insane. 
It can’t be happening. Then you open your 
eyes and look into his, and you know it 
is happening!” 

She wrapped her arms around her 
shoulders till she was in a huddle with her- 
self and thinking—thinking hard. 

THE 


SEE CONNIE STEVENS IN “HAWAIIAN EYE,” ON 
ABC-TV, WED. 9:00-10:00 P.M., EDT. AND HEAR 
HER SING ON WARNERS’ LABEL. BE SURE AND 
WATCH FOR HER IN “PARRISH” FOR WARNERS. 
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SPECIALIZES exclusweby 
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Magis IN EVERYTHING 
Se _ TO MAKE EYES BEAUTIFUL 


In all the world, nothing does so much to make eyes beautiful as Maybelline, 
the pure eye make-up you know you can use with perfect confidence. Maybelline offers 
Solid Maacana everything for eye-beauty . . . quality unrivalled, prices unmatched ... ina 
4 fashion shades wonderful range of precious jewel colors that give eyes shimmering, glimmering loveliness. 
That’s why Maybelline is so necessary to every woman who wants to appear 
perfectly groomed, fashionable . . . as lovely as she was meant to be. 
Maybelline is a specialist in eye beauty! 
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...a sunny radiance your skin cari have, too! 


Your own complexion can have the fresh, bright loveliness of this sunny little 
face. Beauty is a simple thing when you give your skin the benefit of Ivory mild- 
ness every day. Pure, mild Ivory Soap is gentle enough for a baby’s tender skin. 
9944/\00 % pure®. . . it floats. Advised by more doctors for babies’ skin, and 
yours, than any other soap. So white in color, so clean in scent. Your skin 
never outgrows Ivory .. . and you'll know why when suddenly you find your 


complexion radiant with That Ivory Look! 
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